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00 


| saw a dream. A dream about a woman who lived 
in an unknown world. 

The people who entered my vision weren’t starving or 
sick, their deaths were far from extraordinary. 

When she goes home, her family is there, and when she 
goes to school, her friends are there. Nothing threatened 
the safety of her life. 

It was a dream about a fantasy world. 





The dreams that had stopped the moment | dropped the 
poisonous leaves into the soup were currently vivid in my 
mind. 

| was confronted with the happiness and of a woman’s 
mediocre life; one who doesn’t know the malice of others. 

It was like torture or like a sharp blade. 

These memories gruesomely gouged out my soft parts. 

| can’t stand the pain. | want to get rid of it. But | couldn’t 
resist at all, maybe because it was a dream. 

| wonder if this is my hell. 

The scenes that | yearned for, and was now passing off as 
a fantasy, were more vivid now that I’ve committed a crime 
that cannot be undone. 

The dreams repeated over and over, as if it would go on 
for eternity. 

| wept like | was vomiting blood in the dreams that should 
have been my refuge. 

| wasn’t even permitted to take a moment’s rest, as long 
as I’m not forgiven. 


And finally, that woman continues to send those 
memories to me. 

“I’m sure you need it,” she says in a gentle voice. 

“Even if you only feel anguish from these memories,” she 
says In a sorrowful voice. 

“Don’t forget about me,” she left behind a painful and 
repulsive curse before crumbling. 


| wasn’t permitted to dream and yet | wasn’t allowed to 
forget. 


| couldn’t stand it anymore when her crumbling silhouette 
was replaced by a thin girl, and overlapped with the 
appearance of a bloody boy and shrieked. 


Prologue 


Part 1 


... There was a Slight scent of flowers and the boy opened 
his eyelids. His body shivered from the cold and clear 
morning air, and he breathed deeply. 

His body reacted to the feeling of the blankets, but he still 
wasn’t used to it. He felt nostalgic as he smelled the unique 
smell of the crude straw bed while turning to face up to get 
up. The bed that he had been given was hard and 
uncomfortable to sleep on, as it was just fur cloth spread on 
top of a wooden plank. Thanks to that, he was good at 
waking up, but that was the only good thing about it. 

The small room was cramped and solid, and the snores of 
the other boys in the room resounded clearly. Fed up with 
the annoyance, he pushed open the wooden board that 
covered the window next to him and the dim light shone in. 

It was just a few minutes before daybreak. The boy 
always thought that the moment, when the sky was dyed 
red as the sky changed grey from the sun and moon, was 
gorgeous. The boy stared at the sky until it was completely 
taken over by blue. His mind, which was dazed from just 
waking up, started working. 

He remembered the appearance of the person who had 
taught him the name of the colour red, and held his aching 
heart. The girl who was with the nuns. They had only spent 
a short amount of time together, but that was why he 
clearly remembered her eyes, which were the same colour 
as the dawn sky. 


Then, he let out a sigh. The slightly sweet scent coming 
from the single flower that was placed by his pillow filled his 
nose. It made the hard, frozen thing in his chest a little 
smaller. 

The gentle smile of the person who gave it to him crossed 
his mind and he smiled. The dawn sky and the scent of the 
flower were his solace from his sad awakening. 

The sun rose fully and it was time to get up. 

The boy turned his back to the window and stood up, and 
the iron plate that was hung at the entrance was struck with 
a wooden mallet. *BANG BANG BANG* The sound 
mercilessly echoed in the room, drowning out the snores 
and drew the filthy boys from their dreamland. 

“It’s morning. Get up you fucking geezers!” 

“... O-ooh. Mornin’ Radka.” 

“Jeez, you're relentless in the way you wake us up every 
morning...” 

The boy sighed as the occupants of the room finally 
began crawling out of their beds. The last thing he wanted 
was to be distracted by irrelevant thoughts, so he threw the 
iron plate and mallet on the ground. 

It has already been half a month since the boy, 
Radka, or Elize Celustka, came here. There was a rule in the 
barracks that stated that the first person who woke up in 
the morning would wake everyone up, but for now, he was 
the only person who was banging the iron plate every day. 








The wooden swords crossed together with a thud and the 
impact made Radka’s arm go numb. Radka had lost his 
centre of gravity and was trying to hold his ground, but as 
soon as he did, he felt his knees fold. 

“Nh” 

His unsupported body was easily swept away by an 
adult’s power. The wooden sword flew out of his hand and 
the sand grated as he rolled on the ground. This was already 


the tenth time he’d been covered in sand even though he 
hadn’t even had breakfast yet. 

He tried to get up once more, but his arms were too 
weak, and he fell to the ground again. His body was skinny 
and poorly developed for an apprentice soldier , and it had 
finally stopped listening to him because of the daily rigorous 
training. 

“Hey, hey, don’t be slacking! Tsar was a lot more 
tenacious when she was five!” 

“You won't even be able to cut wheat, when even a five- 
year-old girl can beat you! As expected of Radka-cyama, 
who was raised like an Ojou-san!” 

The rude soldiers around him took jabs at him. These 
soldiers were squires when the feudal lord’s daughter was 
thrown in here, and they were jeering at him and calling him 
an ‘Ojou-san’ because the Earl, who had thrown him in here, 
had said “Train her like you trained Viscountess Kaldia.” 

The word ‘Ojou-san’ which was meant to tease him as a 
sheltered girl irritated him more than ever. His thin 
appearance and girly face were enough for him to have an 
inferiority complex. 

th Shut, up! | am not like that feudal lord’s daughter; 
this is my first time learning the sword.” 

He barked back at them while barely clenching his 
twitching arm with both his hands. 

For the first time ever, he raised his voice since he had 
gotten tired of facing humiliation and having to eat sand 
every morning. He hadn’t spoken up before, not because of 
his patience, but because he was tired from training. His 
body still wasn’t used to his lifestyle, but his mind had 
grown accustomed to the days here. 

His rough voice made the soldiers silent for a second. You 
became quiet with just that? The moment he thought that, 
the soldiers laughed hysterically since they couldn’t hold it 
back anymore. 





“Even Tsar had never touched a sword before she came 
here!” 

Radka could only stay silent at their mockery. Don’t 
nobles learn how to use a sword before they’re aware of 
anything that’s going on? The little nun who stayed at Cyril 
Village some years ago had certainly said that. He had only 
managed to endure their banter because he thought the 
person who he was being compared to had sword training 
before they were thrown in here. Now that it had been 
revealed, it shredded his small amount of pride into pieces. 

More importantly, it was a bad comparison. The girl, who 
the soldiers called Tsar, was the daughter of the feudal lord 
or rather, she was the current feudal lord and 
Radka loathed her. Seeing Radka, whose face was twisted 
with rage and frustration, the soldiers’ laughter died down 
since they thought that they had teased him too much. He 
got irritated, they were bothering me so much, so why are 
they quiet now? 

7 Well, hmm, what? Don’t despise our feudal lord 
too much.” 

One of the soldiers muttered, and the others also agreed 
and muttered the same things. 

(... Ah, whatever! What the fuck?!) 

Radka swung his fist down to the ground in frustration. At 
that moment, a cold voice sounded from someone who was 
watching him silently. 

“Hurry and get up you brat. If you have that much 
energy, then we can go another five rounds.” 

At the same time, the wooden sword that had been blown 
out of his hand fell on Radka’s stomach and he groaned. 

With eyes full of resentment, he glared at the person who 
had not hesitated to perform such a reckless action ona 
child who hadn’t even turned 10. The man, who stood above 
Radka as he laid on the ground, returned the glare with a 
Sharp glint. 

“... im sorry.” 











Radka flinched from the stare and apologised straight 
away, but the man’s eyes didn’t change. He quickly jumped 
up and held his sword, and the man stepped back a little. 
That was a close call. If he had remained lying 
down for even a little longer, then he would have been 
kicked or stepped on. The man clicked his tongue at Radka 
who had escaped a crisis in a hair’s breadth. 

“Hey, don’t just stand there looking stupid, and start.” 

“Yes, Gunter-san.” 

Radka nodded once and went straight for the man 
Gunter. 

... They only crossed swords a few times before Radka 
ended up rolling on the ground again because his body 
wasn’t listening to him. 








At noon, Radka had to go get his own dinner. That was 
the rule of this fief’s army. However, Radka was physically 
tired to the point of vomiting and couldn’t hunt for his food 
because of severe fatigue. I’m used to being hungry, he 
sulked to himself and hadn’t gone to hunt for food even 
once. 

“Oh, you’re here again?” 

He would rather drag his weary body through the 
shadows of the buildings and trees and head towards the 
mansion that represented the despicable feudal lord rather 
than be seen by others. As soon as he leaped into a section 
of the intricately shaped courtyard, a soft voice came from 
above the window. 

“Elize-sama!” 

Radka looked up and meet the gaze of the girl who was 
peeking out from the upstairs window. She smiled elegantly 
and her smile was lovely like the flower he had received. 

“Fufufu. It’s strange. You're ‘Elize-sama’ too, aren’t you?” 

He felt a bit bitter at being called that. But it was to the 
extent where he could gulp it down and smiled back at her. 


It was more important to him that the girl, who was holed up 
in her room and sickly, was looking quite well today. 

“Elize-sama, what will you talk about today?” 

“Anything.... More importantly, Elize-sama... | told you not 
to add -sama when you call me by my name, didn’t I?” 
Radka mumbled, and said what he wanted, since he allowed 
that. 

He said this every time he came here, but Eliza only 
smiled happily and said, “I’m sorry,” then she would nod, 
but she would keep on attaching it to his name. 

(1 would really like to tell you my real name, but...) 

Even though it was his real name, he wasn’t allowed to 
tell anyone except for the soldiers in the army. So, he 
wished that she would at least call him in a friendlier 
manner. Although he did think that it was too much for him 
to request something of a noble, since he was only a 
commoner but he didn’t stop himself from saying it 
because Elize didn’t fit his image of ‘nobility’. 

(Ah, it’s alright today too. Elize-sama doesn’t get angry 
no matter what | ask. Eliza-sama is alSo a special noble 
today. She doesn’t make anyone suffer and doesn’t do 
terrible things .) 

He let out a sigh at the sense of security that melted his 
brain. 

The ‘nobles’ who Radka heard about were proud, 
spendthrifts, wore gaudy clothing and talked a lot, even 
though they didn’t care about the citizens. It was only a 
young nun trainee that had told him that, but he didn’t have 
any way of listening to other opinions, and he didn’t want to 
listen, since everyone in Kaldia agreed that the feudal lord 
or more precisely, the former feudal lord was 
exactly like that. 

However, Elize, who was giving him a gentle smile, and 
his image of a noble didn’t connect. She didn’t spout cruel 
words such as “You’re opposing a noble even though you 














look like a commoner?” every time he chided her for the 
way she called his name, and it made him feel relieved. 

On the other hand, the look that passed through his mind 
irritated him badly. Every day he heard her name while 
living at the barracks, it betrayed his image of a ‘noble’, the 
girl whom the soldiers love and called ‘Tsar’, Eliza. Kaldia’s 
daughter, who he resented. 

... At Eliza’s sixth birthday celebration at the end of 
spring, Radka had thrown a rock at her when she passed 
through his village. 

He was trying to kill her. He sincerely hoped that she 
would die, so he threw a rock at her head with all his might 
as she rode on top of the horse like an adult. 

She had only received a graze, and fell off her horse, 
since he was a skinny and powerless child, but, as a result 
of being accused of treason for her failed assassination, he 
was allowed to live under the name ‘Elize’, for some reason. 

(What ‘Tsar’?) 

His frustrations turned to the soldiers because of what 
had happened this morning as well. 

Tsar. An old word that remained from the Jugfena region. 
It comes from a tale about a wise king who ruled Jugfena 
before Saint Ahar was born. 

(What ‘Tsar’? Isn’t she just someone who torments us?) 

Radka spat in his mind behind the smile he showed Elize. 


Part 2 


After a month and a half had passed since Radka was 
thrown into the barracks, he had gained enough strength 
not to throw up at noon. However, he still didn’t have 
enough energy to go hunt for dinner, so he continued to live 
without dinner. 


Today, the distance for marching training was extended 
even further. Still, it was certainly progress, that he was able 
to stand until the end. But his feet hurt so badly that he 
decided not to visit Elize, and promptly crawled into bed. 

Hunting it reminded him of the noble lady who was 
appointed as the feudal lord’s daughter’s new guard. She 
was a blonde woman named Claudia, who came to the 
barracks after Radka finished his training and swung her 
spear around. She was more adept with the spear than 
anyone else in the fief’s army. She would whimsically join in 
on hunts and easily catch big game. Perhaps because of 
this, the soldiers teased Radka less about being an ‘Ojou- 
san’. 

Her speech and conduct also destroyed his ‘image of a 
noble’. 








Every noble lady wants to wear new dresses every 
day with the tax money they take from the citizens. Aren’t 
they horrible? ... A nostalgic voice rang at the back of 
Radka’s ears. It had been two years since he last heard that 
voice, but he remembered it vividly. The voice was so clear 
that it was hard for him to forget. 

Radka had always been injured somewhere before Eliza 
had taken him prisoner. It had always been like that until 
about four years ago, when the feudal lord died and the 
citizens of Kaldia slowly regained their lives as people. 

In those days, he wandered outside alone, since he 
wanted to avoid the public gaze during the day, and he 
slept on the doorstep of the house at night, since he didn’t 
know what would happen if he was at home. 

Radka’s heartbroken mother had finally lost the ability to 
recognise him. When she saw his black hair, she would 
mistake him for the feudal lord, and when she saw his red 
eyes, she would mistake him for the feudal lord. Only his 
hair and eye colour were the same as the feudal lord’s but 
that was enough for his heartbroken mother. His 
mother, who was still delirious, tried to sew his eyelids 





together. From then on, both his mother and him came to 
fear each other. 

The villagers shunned him. There were a lot of things 
about Radka that they disliked. For Radka, the inside of the 
village was just as unpredictable as the inside of his house. 

Radka had no father. He was a child who was conceived 
and born when his mother was sent to ‘forced labour’. By 
the time his mother was sent back to the village, because 
her stomach was showing, she had already lost her mind 
and turned insane. Therefore, she didn’t know where she 
was or who the father of the baby was. 

The rule was that any child conceived during ‘forced 
labour’ would be killed if they were a boy. The feudal lord 
announced that all the villagers would be punished if the 
boys were not killed. People were sent everywhere for 
‘forced labour’, and the only thing they had in common was 
to ‘serve nobility’. Any remnants of that noble must not 
remain, aside from daughters; sons of nobles must not be 
born. Of course, the women who gave birth to the child also 
got punished along with the villagers, so once the mothers 
found out that the child they birthed was a boy, they would 
give it up as if their child had passed away. 

Meanwhile, Radka’s mother, who had been kept away 
from the villagers because of her mental illness, gave birth 
to Radka all by herself. She went around pretending that her 
baby was a girl, and like that, she gave the baby the name 
‘Radka’. Perhaps she had already decided from the start 
that she would raise the child regardless of whether they 
were a boy or not, but Radka’s mother didn’t prepare a male 
name for her child. Perhaps to hide the truth, Radka and his 
mother lived in a rugged hut on the outskirts of the village 
until they heard that the feudal lord had died. His mother 
never let him out of the house, and she also rarely went out 
herself. 

However, the sudden news of the feudal lord’s death 
drove his mother even more insane. Radka, who received 


the brunt of her madness, couldn’t stand her erratic 
behaviour anymore, and escaped. Thus, his presence was 
finally discovered. 

The small distance between them allowed his mother to 
regain her composure for a time, but she became more 
emotionally unstable after two years. Unable to recognise 
her precious son, who she raised in secret, she gradually 
began showing feelings akin to hatred towards him. 

The rule which stated that Radka had to be killed 
disappeared when the feudal lord died, but the villagers 
alienated him since he reminded them of the feudal lord. 
They treated him as if he didn’t exist, just like before, and 
occasionally, they would look at him in disgust when they 
got too close to him. 

Radka wandered around the outskirts of the village every 
day while looking at the ground. The young Radka observed 
his own mental exhaustion as he walked. The fact that his 
mother, who had been his whole world until then, had tried 
to harm him, was eating away at his soul. 

By the time two years had passed, Radka only had a 
gloomy expression on his face. His fear of his mother, mixed 
with his love and hate for her, along with his severe 
loneliness, hastened the establishment of his ego ina 
warped way. It was around that time that the nuns arrived 
on their rounds. It was two years ago in spring when the 
adults in the village had finally sown rye in the fields. The 
villagers couldn’t welcome them, but the nuns, who 
imposed their own serenity on themselves, showed no signs 
of discontent with how the villagers were treating them, and 
they quickly became integrated in the village by spreading 
their ‘word’ and doing voluntary work. 

HAIl nobles nowadays have forgotten their job. And yet, 
they continue to show off their privileges and live in luxury. 
These actions contradict the teachings of God.[] 

The nuns repeated those words enthusiastically. At the 
same time, they talked about the lives of the feudal lords 


and their arrogance, which they had seen and heard about 
during their journey. So the people of Cyril Village, who were 
made to live in hell because of their feudal lord, believed 
them. As a result, the villagers of Cyril Village still blindly 
believe in them, and their hatred for nobles, including the 
feudal lord, grew. 

Even Radka was no exception, even though he didn’t 
understand half of what they were saying. Or rather, the 
person who listened to them feverishly and believed them 
was him. The hell that was created by a noble wasn’t over 
for him, and the words the young nun said to him during his 
pain-filled days were the only ‘words’. 

Radka could still clearly remember the words of the 
trainee nun. All the words spoken by her established his 
knowledge of nobility. 

Why’re you walking with your head down? You 
have to look ahead while you walk, otherwise it’s very 
dangerous. 

The first time Radka heard that clear and spirited voice, 
he didn’t think it was directed at him. He had grown 
accustomed to being treated as if he didn’t exist when he 
was out. 








Hey, are you okay? 

She grabbed him on the shoulder and turned him around, 
startling him to the point where his heart seemed to have 
stopped beating. Radka saw his own reflection in the dawn 
coloured eyes that were looking down at him from a little 
higher up. 

It was his first time ever seeing his own reflection in 
someone else’s eyes. 


The glare from a red light burnt Radka’s eyes through his 
eyelids. The illuminating light annoyed him and awoke his 
slumbering consciousness. When he turned away and 
opened his eyes, the setting sun, that was shining through 
the window sill, had dyed the room scarlet. 


(Did | fall asleep after training ended...?) 

He managed to get his sleepy head moving and grasped 
his situation. It felt like he had just flopped into his bed, just 
a few moments ago, but, apparently, he had fallen asleep a 
few hours ago. He moved his somewhat more comfortable 
body and turned his back completely from the setting sun. 

He could hear the joyous roars of the soldiers from 
outside the room, in the dining hall across from the corridor. 
The sound which was obstructed by the wall seemed 
directly related to him, and his surroundings, and he pursed 
his lips together. | hate evenings. Could this be due to the 
lonely memories of listening to the sounds of people 
enjoying themselves from the other side of the wall, like | 
am doing now? 

The sounds of life coming from the houses along the road 
he took back to the rugged hut, where his heartbroken 
mother waited, while swallowing down his depressed 
feelings, tore at his weak heart. Even now, just thinking 
about parents calling their children by their names made 
him cough up with inexplicable envy. 

Even now Radka longed for someone to look at him 
and acknowledge him for whatever reason. The first person 
who granted his wish and taught him many things was the 
trainee nun with stained red eyes. That alone was enough to 
earn her his blind faith. 

Breathing slowly at the cold, stubborn emotions that were 
Slowly spreading out from within him because of the 
memory, he looked up at the wall that was hit with the 
setting sun, for no reason. Evenings were short in Kaldia. 
The room which was dyed in scarlet became redder and 
gradually dimmed. 

If the sky at dawn was the colour of that girl’s eyes, then 
the blood-red sky at dusk resembled the eyes of the feudal 
lord’s daughter... Eliza. Or, they resembled the eyes of the 
dead feudal lord. 

(1 wonder if my eyes are the same colour.) 





Radka gently covered his eyes with his palm. People say 
his eyes are red, but he couldn’t see them for himself. Then, 
he got incredibly gloomy. The horrific memory of his 
delirious mother almost gouging his eyes out flashed 
through his mind. 

“... Oh, you’re awake?” 

Radka dropped his arms when a voice suddenly called out 
to him from the half-opened door. When he raised his face, 
he saw a man in the prime of his life push open the door 
and enter the room. 

The tall and slender man, who looked weak even though 
he was the soldier who had been here the longest, and his 
name was Calvin. Calvin looked at Radka and the corners of 
his eyes gently deepened. His shadow was finely chiselled in 
the faint light of the lingering evening sun. 

“Good, I’m here to wake you up. Claudia-sama killed a 
giant fallow deer today. We’re just about to roast it together. 
“Get up, we're going to eat,” the man beckoned Radka, 
but Radka only stared at him blankly while sitting on the 

edge of his bed. I’m not sure what he’s saying. | could 
understand the words individually, but | couldn’t connect 
them together. 

“... What’s wrong? You don’t feel well?” 

Calvin must have thought that Radka’s appearance was 
weird since he came next to the bed. Radka quickly shook 
his head at the outstretched hand and the worried look on 
Calvin's face. 

“Not really... 

“I’m just dull from confusion,” Radka said as he shook his 
head sluggishly and Calvin smiled wider. In the next 
moment, he lifted Radka up and walked out of the room 
without saying anything. 

“oon 

Radka couldn’t speak because of the suddenness of the 
situation and could only cling to Calvin’s arm as he stared at 
the wall leading to the dining room. 


Most of the soldiers who had stayed back at the base 
were in the dining hall when they entered. 

“I've brought him here.” 

“Ooh, as expected of Old Calvin.” 

“Did your old wisdom allow you to easily bring the 
unmanageable Ojou-san here?” 

When the soldiers noticed Calvin and Radka, they leered 
and raised their voices cheerfully. Radka felt his cheeks heat 
up. 
“This isn’t childishly bullying a kid. They’re not teasing 
you because you don’t know how to act.” 

But before he could speak out in rage, the soldier who 
was holding him patted his back and said, “Don’t worry 
about it.” His fury quickly died down, and the scream that 
was at the edge of his throat disappeared. 

For some reason, it was really embarrassing and without 
thinking, Radka looked down and pressed his forehead 
against Calvin’s shoulder. Then he realised that the soldiers 
probably wouldn’t make fun of him in his current state, and 
that was all he could think about. 


Part 3 


However, contrary to his expectations, the soldiers 
remained quiet. Radka was sure that they would laugh 
vulgarly, but they were silent as if they had withered and 
Radka felt suspicious. He slowly raised his face a little and 
tried to peek at the soldiers. 

Just then, a sizzling, hot skewer of meat was presented to 
him and he couldn’t help but jerk back in surprise. 

“... It's yours.” 

The young soldier, who had presented the meat to Radka, 
was a silent, young man who shared the room with him, 
named Igor. Normally, he would ignore Radka completely, 


but for some reason, today he was pushing the skewer at 
Radka, who was hesitant to take it, while averting his gaze. 
The meat on the skewer was bigger than any of the other 
soldiers’ portions, so he was even more confused about 
whether he should accept it. 

“It’s definitely for you, hurry and take it. You haven’t been 
hunting for your dinner, right?” 

Igor said again oppressively while Radka was hesitating 
on what to do, and Radka froze at once. Once his emotions 
were elevated, his mind filled with his juvenile thoughts and 
beliefs. 


Ml 





Shut up. | don’t need charity from idiots who 
happily wag their tail at the girl who tormented them so 
much.” 

As soon as he uttered those words, the soldiers around 
him gasped and fell silent. 

(That’s right. They’re always going on about Tsar. She’s 
the daughter of a noble, the daughter of the feudal lord who 
tormented his people.) 

His head and heart went numb like ice had been poured 
on them. 

(If you side with her then one day you guys will...) 

The same dark feelings he had when he threw the rock at 
the little girl on the horse erupted from within him. Then he 
gritted his teeth. 

“—__ Who wagged their tail at that brat and when?” 
Igor let out a low and cold growl with his face contorted 
with intense emotions. He glared at Radka as if he could see 
through him and Radka was surprised by his threatening 

attitude. 

(Why...?) 

Radka was speechless since there was someone here who 
held the same hatred as him. 

Igor suddenly shook his head, and got rid of the 
expression on his face, then he quickly turned around and 


moved away. Then, Radka realised that a bug had settled in 
his hand. 

“Good grief... There really are a lot of hopeless guys 
here.” 

Calvin had watched the series of exchanges and let out a 
bitter laugh. 

“Jeez. Everyone’s making a big fuss because of one or 
two brats.” 

Radka heard consent from beside him and his shoulders 
jolted. When he turned around to the voice, which came 
from opposite him, he saw Gunter standing there looking 
sullen and with a frown on his face like usual. 

“Ah, you haven’t made any progress since Eliza-sama’s 
time.” 

“He’s not making any progress, he’s getting worse. That 
brat didn’t care no matter how much people made fun of 
her, but that kid over there does, right?” 

Radka bit his lips since he could guess a bit about what 
the two adults were talking about. 

(That feudal lord’s daughter was also subjected to foul- 
mouth ridicule like this... It’s unthinkable.) 

Still, that’s probably the truth judging by how Igor is 
acting. When Eliza was staying at these barracks, the 
soldiers directed their hatred and disgust at her. 

Now... most soldiers refer to her as ‘Tsar’ and no one 
challenged the person who called her this. Not even Igor, 
who was enraged a few moments ago. That was, in other 
words, the best proof to show that he recognised Eliza as 
the new feudal lord. 

(Her... Why...?) 

Radka bit his lips even harder. Hatred raised its head 
every time he pictured her in his mind, but somehow, now a 
completely different emotion was swirling around in him like 
a haze. 

Radka had no idea what that feeling was 
even want to know, he muttered in his mind. 





| don’t 


But that hazy emotion didn’t disappear within him from 
that day onwards, and it grew little by little. 


Calvin’s small scolding made the soldiers reconsider their 
treatment of Radka, and from the next day onwards, the 
soldiers began talking to him somewhat, along with their 
usual banter. 

The first couldn’t even be considered a conversation. It 
was a one-sided comment made by a seated soldier at 
breakfast, “There aren’t many ingredients.” Then, after 
being beaten around by Gunter, and receiving the usual 
banter, they would awkwardly encourage him. 

The extremely awkward soldiers took the same actions as 
they had before, but they learnt how to respond based on 
their dialogue with Radka. They exchanged a word or two 
with each other while being confused, and a few days later, 
they spoke more to him. Gradually, the soldiers began to 
complain about the feudal lord and the harshness of their 
training, and finally, they started talking about deeper 
topics, such as their villages and families. 

The things that Radka heard from the soldiers were all 
shocking to him. 

For example, most of them became thieves after they 
became broke and they hated the feudal lord as much as 
Radka did. Therefore, the soldiers treated Eliza quite harshly 
when she first entered the barracks. He heard that she was 
knocked down by Gunter more mercilessly than him and the 
others, that she was subjected to verbal abuse instead of 
banter, and so on. 

“It hurts to talk about it now, but Tsar was scared the 
whole time she was here. She always braced herself for 
when we would kill her. In fact, she’s even been strangled 
once and nearly died... Oh no, that’s just what I’ve heard.” 

The hard feeling in Radka’s chest mysteriously 
disappeared when the man in his room told him that. 


His hatred for Eliza hadn’t disappeared. But every time he 
heard a story like that, the haze in his mind widened and his 
icy feelings of irritation and murderous intent were pushed 
away. 

He was bewildered by the change. He couldn’t keep up 
with the strange shift in emotions that occurred every time 
he had a conversation with the soldiers. 


“Hey.” 

After march training, someone shook Radka as he sat 
down to rest in the shade of a tree with his eyes closed, so 
he opened his heavy eyelids. The glare of light that instantly 
entered his vision made the back of his eyes ache. 

“... lgor-san.” 

It was Igor. Igor tossed the cloth he had used to wipe of 
Radka’s sweat at him, then crouched down and looked at his 
face. 

“Are you So tired that you can’t even walk? Are you 
alright?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine...” 

Radka replied indecisively, and Igor frowned. Realising 
that he didn’t look alright, Radka quickly added. 

“I’m not lying. I’m more hot than tired.” 

He was partly sitting here because he was tired from 
training, but the heat was more exhausting. It was the 
height of summer and the sunlight, which was shining down 
on them every day, was tediously hot and dazzling. The 
white-skinned Radka was weak against the sunlight. 

“Then hurry back to the barracks. If you stay here 
forever, then you'll miss lunch.” 

“Hmm... | want to cool off for a little longer.” 

The sun was shining brightly outside of the shade, and he 
hesitated to go out there. He knew that the barracks were 
cooler, since the wind blew through there, but he didn’t 
even have the energy to move from this spot right now. 


“Igor-san, you go ahead. I’m not really hungry, so | don’t 
need lunch.” 

“You...” 

Igor sighed in amazement. Then, another voice cut in. 

“Hey Radka, you alright?” 

“Oh, Calvin-san?” 

It was Calvin, who should have already gone back to the 
barracks. Radka tilted his head in confusion, since Calvin 
had returned, and Calvin laughed cheerfully while handing 
them both a cup, “Here.” 

“We have to rehydrate after training.” 

Radka silently accepted the cup that was filled with 
water. The haze in his chest suddenly widened at the fact 
that Calvin had gone out of his way to bring him a cup of 
water since he wasn’t able to move. 

Since the giant fallow deer incident, Igor and Calvin spoke 
to him the most. They worried about him a lot due to the 
age difference between them, and one-sidedly took care of 
him. But even so, they still bothered him a lot. 

The distance between him and Igor disappeared in this 
short period of time, probably because they both had the 
same feelings towards Eliza. Radka didn’t lose his temper 
when he was with Igor, so he didn’t have to use any 
unnecessary energy. They began to act together on a daily 
basis, since they slept and woke up in the same room, and 
Radka gradually began to recognise him as an older brother 
figure. 

Radka tilted the cup and quenched his throat with the 
cold water. That alone made things easier. 

“Do you feel more comfortable?” 

“... Yeah, | feel a little better.” 

Igor had finished drinking his water, and the moment 
Radka agreed, he reached out and lifted Radka over his 
Shoulder, as if he was some kind of package. 

“Uoah, wait...!” 


The sudden floating sensation caused Radka to quickly 
cling onto Igor’s clothes. 

“The cool water cooled you down a bit, right? You should 
at least have a proper lunch, since you didn’t eat anything 
last night. Otherwise, you'll always be short and thin no 
matter how much time passes ‘Ojou-san’.” 

“You can leave me here,” Radka began, and Igor quickly 
interrupted him. Radka’s mouth bent down reflexively at the 
word ‘Ojou-san’. 

“... ’m sorry for causing so much trouble. Well, thanks.” 
However the words that came out of his mouth 
were completely different from the ones he had in his mind. 

Radka quickly covered his mouth in surprise. In the past, 
he would definitely have shouted in irritation, “You’re 
noisy!” 

Igor and Calvin were also looking at him in surprise. 
Neither of them had expected that Radka would say such a 
thing. 

“... Well. That honest side of you, it’s nice that you still 
have the innocence of a child. It’s annoying and gross to not 
see you act like a brat, even though you’re so small.” 

Eventually, lgor muttered as if he was spitting out the 
words. It was easy to tell who he was talking about, even 
without being told their name. Out of the corner of his eyes, 
Radka saw Calvin gently close his eyes. 

(... No matter what he says, Igor still recognises that girl 
in the end. Though he probably hates her...) 

Thinking of Eliza’s icy face, Radka let out all the air in his 
lungs in depression. 

Eliza who spent her time being careful not to depend on 
the kindness of others and not showing any weakness to the 
soldiers. If lgor didn’t recognise her, then he wouldn’t say 
the words ‘not like a brat’. 

(She certainly didn’t seem to act like a child at all, despite 
being younger than me.) 





Radka recalled the day of Eliza’s birthday celebration. 
She seemed extremely calm towards someone who was 
trying to kill her. That was clearly not the behaviour of an 
ordinary child. 

He even recalled her fiery eyes and was instantly 
enveloped in a feeling that felt as if he was choking. 

(... What is she planning to do with me?) 

[According to the words of the shrine maiden Xia Fema, a 
sinner must be made to atone for their crimes with the 
appropriate punishment to cleanse the soul of impurities. 
So, | can’t give you the death penalty here, now can I?[] 

The horrifyingly cold, yet searing voice resounded at the 
back of his ears and made it difficult for him to breathe. 

Eliza took Radka’s life and name away from him. Since 
she had given him a replacement name, it was hard to 
believe that he would spend the rest of his life in the 
barracks as Radka. 

What will happen to me? Will | suffer even worse than 
death? 

... Would that suffering include cutting off what little 
connection | have to others, and force me into complete 
isolation? He recalled the dark room in the dungeon where 
he was chained up after he was captured. The next time, | 
might be locked up until | die... The moment he thought 
that, a chill went down to his gut, as if he had swallowed a 
huge piece of ice. 

“Hey, what’s wrong? Are you going to puke?” 

Igor must have felt his slight shiver, so he gently patted 
him on the back. 

“Eh, ah, no, nothing, I’m alright.” 

Radka quickly denied, and Igor nodded, “Ok.” But his 
hand continued to pat Radka’s back. 

Radka felt as if the warm haze in his head got a little 
warmer. And at the same time, the cold, hard feeling in his 
chest faded a bit. For some reason, the emotion that 
shouldn’t have mattered before felt like it was trying to 


freeze his surroundings, and Radka gently bit his lips at the 
Slight pain to endure it. 


Part 4 


Radka lost his appetite after training due to heat fatigue, 
and decided that it was better to go out hunting rather than 
stuff himself with lunch while feeling horrible. 

He forced himself to walk to the dining hall since he 
couldn’t have Igor or Calvin carry him back every time he 
couldn’t move, but in the end, he hardly ate anything, so 
they scolded him. 

(Igor and Calvin will probably stop bothering me so much 
if | eat breakfast and dinner properly instead of having 
lunch.) 

When the trainee nun stayed in the village, she had 
taught Radka more things than just the notoriety of nobles. 
His mother couldn’t work, and he was always starving since 
he didn’t have the strength to work, so she shared her 
knowledge about wild grasses with him. Wild grasses that 
are considered poisonous due to the fact that their leaves 
and fruits couldn’t be eaten, and seeds which were 
discarded because of their strong bitter taste could be 
considered as food, as long as one knew how to prepare and 
cook them. The nomad nuns who travelled through the vast 
Arxian lands have passed down knowledge on these wild 
grasses for generations to avoid disputes over food in 
places they stayed at. 

(I'll probably be fine as long as | have this much. I’m 
getting a little tired.) 

Radka looked down at the woven basket at his side. The 
amount of grass and nuts that filled the inside of the basket 
was Slightly less than he had planned to gather, but the 
heat combined with doing something he wasn’t used to 


made him not want to continue. It’s not like I’m sharing it 
with anyone, Radka thought and went straight back to the 
barracks. 

There was no sunlight in the dining hall of the barracks, 
and it was well ventilated, so it was comfortable to be in 
there. He sat in the corner of the dining hall, moistened his 
throat, and processed what he had harvested. Radka 
suddenly remembered Elize while silently working on 
removing the inedible parts of the wild grasses and 
hollowing out the nuts from the shell. 

(Come to think of it, | haven’t been to see her lately.) 

He had been resting in the barracks after training since 
the increase in training and heat fatigue had left him feeling 
physically exhausted. Thinking back, he had abruptly 
stopped his visits. He couldn’t tell her in advance that his 
training had increased, and the temperature suddenly rose 
on days when he thought it would rain, so he hadn't visited 
her. 

(... | wonder what she thinks about me not visiting all of a 
sudden. Elize-sama is kind, so she might be worried that 
something happened to me...) 

He felt strangely hopeful when he thought that. The girl’s 
jingly voice as she said, “Please come again, | look forward 
to talking to you,” warmed his heart. 

... But, in the next second, Radka suddenly felt as if he 
had been thrusted into an abyss of anxiety. The knife, which 
he had used to cut the grass, slipped out his hand and fell to 
the ground with a thump. 

His mother’s trembling voice echoed at the back of his 
mind and overlapped with Elize’s words, “Please don’t leave 
mother alone...” That was the wish his mother had repeated 
over and over when he was still hidden in the house. 

After Radka had gone against her wish and 
escaped from that house, his mother gradually stopped 
recognising him. She didn’t notice even when he returned 
wounded. She also barely responded to his voice before she 





died. He knew that escaping to protect himself hadn’t been 
a mistake, and that it hadn’t directly driven his mother 
insane, but he felt guilty for betraying her. 

(Elize-sama isn’t crazy like my mother.) 

Radka desperately tried to drive her voice out of his 
head. 

(I didn’t betray Elize-sama’s wish. | didn’t betray her.) 

He desperately tried to deny, but his head thought of 
chilling situations on its own. What if Elize-sama felt 
betrayed since | didn’t go visit her? Or, if I’m no longer 
valuable to her... Elize-sama is a noble. No matter how 
much | say she is different from other nobles that I’ve heard 
about, she'll probably quickly forget about a commoner who 
doesn’t even come to see her... She might be angry, 
wondering why | didn’t obey her words when she told me to 
visit her. 

An uncomfortable feeling that felt like fear creeped over 
from his toes at his unpleasant imagination. He shook his 
head to shake off the feeling and picked up his knife again. 
He went back to his work and immersed himself in the 
simple movements to try and forget the fear. 


The fear that expanded in Radka’s head by the end 
turned into an obsession to go see Elize. He didn’t even take 
a break after training was over, and dragged his nauseous 
and tired body to see Elize. 

(We haven’t seen each other in a month, so I’m sure 
Elize-sama isn’t waiting for me.) 

She probably wouldn’t wait that long for someone who 
never came, he bit his lips. He should have realised that 
time was passing sooner and visited her earlier. 

However, as he walked around the building and out 
towards the courtyard, the waiting person was still there. 
Radka’s heart beat faster the moment he saw Elize resting 
her elbow on the window sill with a sombre look on her face. 

“Eelize-sama!” 





He quickly ran to the window and called out her name, 
then Elize noticed Radka as well and she looked surprised 
and happy. 

“Elize-sama!” 

Elize called the same name that she had been called. It 
felt extremely uncomfortable to be called that name, since 
he hadn’t been called in a long time, but he didn’t care 
about that for a second when he saw Elize’s face loosen in 
happiness. The name that the feudal lord’s daughter had 
forced on him was annoying, but even that didn’t matter if 
he considered that he got that name from this girl. 

At the same time, the anxiety and fear that had been 
tormenting him so much disappeared as if it was an illusion. 

“I’m sorry that | stopped coming... without saying 
anything.” 

“No, it’s fine... | was worried since you hadn’t come here 
for a while. | wondered if something had happened to you... 
But I’m relieved you look fine.” 

She said with a dazzling smile and Radka felt his chest 
squeeze. His heart pounded strongly to the point it hurt and 
the palpitation sounded at the back of his ears. 

(See... It was okay after all. Elize-sama hasn't forgotten 
about me.) 

Radka’s mind went numb with relief as if he had been 
blessed with something. 

(Elize-sama is special, she wouldn’t do something terrible, 
even if she doesn’t think of commoners as people...) 

He wiped his blood-soaked eyes at the contradicting 
thought that almost flashed through his mind, and 
presented the gift he had clenched in his palm. They were 
remarkably nutritious and tasty seeds that he had carefully 
processed yesterday. 

“Umm, here. | brought you these in order to make up for 
not being able to visit. | gathered them yesterday. I'll throw 
it up there now.” 


He nervously clenched the seeds again. Elize’s room was 
on the second floor, so he needed to throw them up there to 
give them to her. 

(1 wonder if she’ll think that she doesn’t need it. Elize- 
Sama is a noble, and she eats food cooked by chefs every 
day. She probably won’t be happy with these seeds that 
even the villagers ignore...) 

Elize tilted her head in puzzlement as Radka looked up at 
her nervously. Then she asked curiously. 

“What does ‘gather’ mean?” 

Her response was too surprising. Radka’s brain stopped 
since he couldn’t process what had happened. 

“Ah... What?” 

Elize looked down blankly at Radka who had raised his 
voice stupidly and froze. Silence fell between them. What 
does ‘gather’ mean? Radka couldn’t be blamed for not 
understanding the question that had gone into his ears even 
after taking five deep breaths. 

Something that was very natural for Radka, that even 
children did for work, was something distant to Elize, who 
didn’t make her own food because she was a noble, and was 
raised carefully in a box since she had a weak constitution. 
He suddenly heard a giggle. The sound, which 
came from Elize’s window, caused him to put his guard up. 

After having been placed in the barracks, he didn’t recall 
being told that it was alright for him to approach the 
mansion. On the other hand, he hadn’t been told that he 
couldn’t approach either, but this was the residence of a 
noble. He faintly sensed that he must not approach the 
mansion, since he was a commoner. Therefore, he always 
moved through the shadows to avoid being seen, whenever 
he came here. Since there was no guarantee that there 
wouldn’t be another person besides Elize who wouldn’t 
criticise him. 

And yet... 

“Whaat, Maya? Why’re you laughing?” 





“... Well, Ojou-sama... | just thought that you surprised 
him.” 

Elize started talking to the owner of the voice without 
being particularly bothered by the fact that Radka had 
completely frozen in place. The owner of the voice 
responded calmly to Elize. 

“Harvesting edible flowers and nuts is called gathering. 
I’m sure Eliza-sama mentioned this when she talked about 
living at the barracks.” 

“Yes, you're right... | see, so that’s what gathering 
means.” 

Elize turned back to Radka with a satisfied smile on her 
face. Radka smiled in the spur of the moment, but even he 
could tell that his cheeks were twitching. 

(She’s talking as if she Knows about me. Has she been in 
the room the whole time...?) 

Could it be that she has been listening to my 
conversation with Elize-sama the whole time? When he 
thought that, he felt a twitching sensation in his chest. 

He had thought that this relaxing interaction was just 
between Elize and himself, and he even felt that it was 
sacred. 

Radka was but he tried his best to drive away all of 
the complex emotions, which had made his cheeks twitch, 
from the corner of his mind. 

Elize-sama is a noble. I’m sure nobles are used to having 
their personal interactions being heard by a third party. That 
must be natural to them. This is normal to her, just like how 
she didn’t know the word ‘gather’; in other words, nothing | 
said meant anything to her. 

No matter how different she is from my image of a 
noble... She is a ‘noble’ without a doubt, he felt. The 
existence of the ‘nobles’ that the stained red eyed girl hated 
still remained in him. 

“What's wrong?” 

Elize tilted her head curiously and looked down at Radka. 











" About what? Nothing?” 
It seemed that each of their social positions indicated 
their relationship, and Radka quietly took his eyes off Elize. 


(My stomach... is kind of painful for some reason...) 


Part 5 


... The feeling that was submerging deeper and deeper 
started freezing slowly. That feeling, which was much 
deeper than before the warmth pushed through him, was 
telling him that the pain was still there. 

It had been a long time since Radka had seen Elize, but 
somehow, he had told her that he was busy with practice, so 
it was difficult for him to visit her, then he ran back to the 
barracks. Since then, it felt like his chest was being filled 
with lumps of ice, and it was so painful. 

Three girls repeatedly flashed through his mind. 

“Nobles are horrible. They make the villagers suffer as 
much as they can, and live a good life while having fun 
every day,” the girl with the dawn coloured eyes said while 
smiling softly, then next, Elize flashed through his mind with 
her fleeting smile as she shook her head. 

Then after them, the words that the feudal lord’s 
daughter, Eliza, with her cold blood-red eyes, had said when 
he was locked in the dungeon replayed in his mind. 

LA kingdom’s laws are there to protect its people. 
According to some people, that would include nobility as 
well. Apparently, some people think that nobles aren’t 
regular people, they’re gears that move this kingdom. 
Nobles are people who obey the law and enforce it... It is 
said that foolish people, who forget this, hurt people and 
destroy the kingdom. Like my father had.[] 


She had said that with an icy expression on her face, but 
then she suddenly started crying. She hadn’t realised that 
she was crying and was terribly surprised and frantic, 
she acted similar to a village child, like Radka. 

That played on and on in his mind, and Radka felt like he 
was going crazy. 

The girl who had absolute values, the girl who was the 
most important to him, and the girl whose existence was 
hateful and dreadful. But for some reason, that girl 
had allowed him to live, even after he had tried to kill her. 

Radka didn’t know who to trust and was confused. He 
couldn’t catch up with his emotions. 

His emotions, which were distorted by his upbringing, 
were out of balance with his clever mind. It caused a 
divergence in his thoughts and emotions and extremely 
disrupted the order in his mind. 

His mind was thrown into confusion and turned 
completely white, then time passed, just like the wind. 








By the time he realised, the height of summer was over 
and the area around the Golden Hill Mansion was beginning 
to take on the colours of autumn. 

The next day at noon, he had lunch with Igor and Calvin, 
with whom he had become quite close to. 

“... Going to war?” 

Radka repeated the words that Calvin had unexpectedly 
said. The tip of the spoon that had just sunk into the soup 
Slid and hit the bottom of the bowl. 

“That’s right. The soldiers from the neighbouring kingdom 
are approaching Jugfena Fortress to the east. | heard that 
the feudal lord, Eliza-sama, has ordered the troops to go to 
war. Igor and | will be among them. Whether the squires will 
be accompanying us is yet to be seen.” 

Calvin nodded calmly and Radka remembered his mouth 
bending open to utter his opposition, “Why can you accept 
it so easily?” 


Jugfena Fortress was on the national border. Radka didn’t 
know that Jugfena was the most dangerous place in 
Arxia, since it faced the only unfriendly nation to Arxia, 
Densel, and was a place where people had to be prepared 
for death. But he did have a vague idea of what it meant for 
a soldier to go to the border. 

However, the fact that Calvin and the others were leaving 
the barracks was more important to Radka. 

‘ Are you going to fight?” 

The words that he had squeezed out weren’t words that 
he had wanted to say. 

There was no way Radka would be going to Jugfena with 
them. It was made clear to him beforehand that his life in 
the barracks would come to an end. He didn’t Know when it 
would end, but he knew for certain that it would be an 
abrupt farewell. 

Radka felt the urge to scratch his chest, almost as if he 
was Sure that time was approaching. The barracks will be 
empty when they leave. Radka must have been placed in 
the barracks for some reason, so it was hard for him to 
imagine that they would leave him here while the barracks 
were empty, and his guards were gone. 

“Who knows. | heard that there was a rebellion going on 
in an area relatively close to Arxia, so they’re going to take 
precautions against it. Did you not know that this fief was 
accepting refugees?” 

Igor replied somewhat unhappily, and Radka nodded. He 
had heard that the fief was accepting refugees. The soldiers 
who came into contact with Radka at the village, such as 
those who captured him and held him down, all went to the 
place where the refugees would be staying, therefore Radka 
was able to stay in the barracks without any problems. 

“The fief is short on manpower because of the previous 
shit feudal lord. | don’t know if it was the geezer or the brat 
who thought of this, but they’re going to develop the fief by 
taking in refugees. So, we have to send out troops against 








the guys from the neighbouring kingdom since they’re 
chasing after the refugees.” 

Igor spoke roughly, since he wasn’t pleased with what 
Eliza was doing or accomplishing. Calvin frowned in 
amazement and supplemented the missing information. 

“| heard that Eliza-sama took an active role in accepting 
the refugees. The refugees brought seeds and livestock with 
them, and in exchange for living in this fief, they will give 
some to the villages that were being reconstructed earlier... 
If that’s true, then that kid probably won’t become like the 
previous feudal lord?” 

Calvin informed him and Radka sulked and only said, “We 
don’t know that yet.” Calvin agreed gently. 

“I suppose so. It is still unknown how Eliza-sama will grow 
up in the future. But it’s true that she’s working for the 
citizens of her fief right now... And, when she lived in the 
barracks, she trained very hard every day. You know better 
than anyone how hard training is, don’t you?” 

Calvin smiled bitterly, and Radka couldn’t nod his head. 
But when he remembered how hard training was, he 
couldn’t shake his head either. 


000000 


When the twenty soldiers returned from the refugee 
reception area, Earl Theresia’s private army arrived to 
defend the fief in the absence of the soldiers and feudal 
lord, and Eliza left with the fief soldiers to Jugfena fortress. 

Some of the soldiers who returned from the reception 
area were those who had directly captured Radka on the 
day of Eliza’s birthday celebration. Radka returned to 
Golden Hill Mansion before they arrived. He had expected it, 
but he wasn’t even allowed to say his farewells to Calvin, 
Igor or the soldiers who stayed in the same room as him. 

Radka was allocated to the room at the far end of the 
mansion, just like before. The chains that were used to 


restrain him to the room had been removed, as if they 
weren't intending on restricting his movements this time, 
but the toys and fluffy cushions, that had been prepared for 
him to pass time, were also gone. 

Radka was alone in the empty room. It was a far cry from 
the cramped rooms at the barracks. But he wasn’t pleased 
with the size of the room at all. 

(Although they have better food to eat, clothes to wear 
and bed to sleep on than in the barracks...) 

Living in the barracks was much simpler in comparison, 
but Radka believed that it was still better to stay there than 
here. At least, he could talk to Igor, Calvin and the other 
soldiers every day. He could take on the name Radka and be 
called Radka. 

But that wasn’t allowed in the mansion. 

There was no one named Radka in the Golden Hill 
Mansion. The orphan named ‘Radka’ from Cyril Village had 
already been executed and was dead. Now that he had 
returned to the mansion, the boy named Radka who lived in 
the barracks was also gone. And so, a girl named Elize 
Celustka, who was invited to the mansion as a playmate for 
the feudal lord’s daughter, was the only representation of 
himself. 

(... So instead of training, | will have a noble upbringing.) 

Only a limited number of people were busily coming in 
and out of his room, and Radka was made to study every 
day. As if to hammer noble education into him all at once, 
he spent his mornings learning letters and etiquette, and in 
the evenings, he went outside to learn how to use a rapier. 

He was busy with the assignments given to him by his 
two tutors, and hardly left his room. He lived an isolated life. 
Radka felt suffocated living like this and his depression 
gradually grew. He didn’t have time to talk to anyone other 
than his tutors, and even then, he couldn’t do anything, as 
far as he was concerned, since they corrected his actions 
and words. 


(Really, what the fuck is she thinking?) 

Radka was perplexed when he recalled the time when he 
had thrown a stone at her. 

She should have said that he would be executed. But the 
next morning, he only had his hair cut and was confined to 
this mansion instead. The food was simple, but it was 
enough for him to eat, and he received them at fixed 
intervals. He was provided with a cloth to wipe his body with 
every day and hot water. Thanks to that, any trace of the 
skinny, hairy and dirty little kid from his time in the village 
was gone, and was replaced by a healthy, small and 
beautiful child. 

The people in the village surely wouldn’t recognise him if 
they were to see him now. They all thought Radka had died, 
and had little contact with him in the first place. Maybe all 
they remembered about him was the colour of his hair and 
eyes. In any case, the shade of his hair and eyes reminded 
them of the feudal lord, and they always avoided him, even 
though the feudal lord was dead. 

However, he wasn’t able to say that the change in his 
appearance was ‘good’. The appearance he had, when he 
spent time with his mother in the village, and the name 
Radka, that he had received from her, weren’t things that 
were easily abandoned. 

Even if his mother had gone mad and even if his mother 
had tried to harm him. 

His filthy appearance was a symbol of the days he 
spent with his mother in the village, and receiving a girl’s 
name was proof that his mother had loved him. Radka 
certainly felt resentment at Eliza for changing him as she 
liked because he was dirty and unhealthy, for giving him 
another name just because it was inconvenient and for 
taking him away without permission. 

(In the end... no one needs ‘me’ aside from mum. That’s 
why ‘Radka’ was killed.) 





After three weeks, Radka became completely depressed 
with those thoughts in mind. It was painful to be busy every 
day with being forced to study and isolated in a room. 

However, Radka couldn’t abandon this. The tutors all said 
words like, “Eliza-sama acquired all these things through 
hard work,” which stirred up his sense of rivalry. 

If the things those two and Calvin said were to be 
believed, then the feudal lord’s daughter started from 
scratch like Radka had and gained recognition from those 
around her through her efforts. Radka’s pride didn’t allow 
him to abandon his studies without being able to do the 
same thing. If he admitted that it was difficult to acquire a 
noble’s education, then his perception of nobles living 
lavishly was wrong. Therefore, Radka had no choice but to 
desperately follow Eliza’s lead. So that he could tell her that 
the things she had done was ‘easy and didn’t require effort’. 
Although he was dimly aware that thinking like 
that was a way of acknowledging the other person’s efforts, 
he pushed the thoughts out of his mind. But he still hadn’t 
realised that the killing intent he felt towards her had 
changed into rivalry. 





Part 6 


A month after he returned to the mansion. 

“So, then Elise-sama, today | will be teaching you about 
nobility and the law.” 

“... Please do.” 

Lady Marechan, a tutor who corrected his language and 
behaviour, placed a box-like object, that he had never seen 
before, on the table in front of him. Radka timidly reached 
out for the box. 

“That is called a book.” 


The thing that resembled a box was a bundle of papers 
which were scattered with words that he had learnt how to 
read and write, and when he opened the book, the letters 
were all lined up in a row. He ran his eyes over the paper 
that was filled with words until there was no white space 
left, and even though he was following the letters, the 
meaning of the words wasn’t entering his mind. Besides 
that, the words that were written on the paper were those 
he didn’t know, and he didn’t understand what was written 
on them at all. 

“Do you understand what it says?” 

“.. No.” 

“| thought so. If you could read this on your own, then 
you wouldn’t need to take any lessons.” 

Lady Marechan, who always had a perfect smile on her 
face, softened her eyes slightly. Radka felt dizzy from all the 
words on the paper, and Lady Marechan’s voice, as she 
gleefully began explaining the outline to him, entered his 
ears. 

Then, Radka regretted it. | shouldn’t be taking these 
lessons and | shouldn’t Know what a noble is. 

In Arxia, the law is at the heart of everything. It was 
based on faith, and it concerned everyone who lived here 
from the founding days to the present. The administration 
and executor of those ‘laws’, which are important, are 
nobles. The law provides order and healthy people. ‘Nobles’ 
were existences that guarded that law. 

The first shrine maiden, Xia Fema, was given the law by 
the god, Misorua, and spread his teachings through 
the ‘Sacred Code’ and brought order to the people. Then, 
her descendant, Saint Ahar, created the Ar Xia church to 
protect the law. He created a nation to protect those who 
lived according to the Ar Xia church’s scriptures and created 
‘nobles’ as fighting strength to protect that nation. 

At the end of all this, the thing that built the Arxia 
Kingdom was also the ‘law’, and if that were the case, then 








the administrators and guardians of the Kingdom are also 
‘nobles’. 

That night, Radka recalled Eliza’s words. “Nobles aren’t 
regular people; they’re gears that move this kingdom...” 
Those words were also confirmed by the girl with the dawn 
coloured eyes. Furthermore, that girl had said that nobles 
had forgotten the work that had been assigned to them and 
were living lavishly. But if those words were true, then why 
did Radka and Eliza have to be educated in this way? 

Once he had gotten to know the education of a noble 
first-hand, his feelings towards them changed and by 
extension, it was impossible for him to keep his feelings 
towards Eliza. The image of the girl that was deeply rooted 
in him, as an absolute entity, crumbled every time he read a 
book or received strict guidance. 

(... | shouldn’t have known this. This is what nobles study. 
It’s not something | should learn.) 

Nobles are executors of the law. If one was a 
proper noble, then bending the law would put their position 
in jeopardy. It wasn’t only the citizens, but nobles and the 
royal family had to obey the law as a means of protecting 
themselves. 

That feudal lord’s daughter Eliza should have 
known that. She knew that and yet she slipped past the law 
and allowed Radka to live. How grave was it for Eliza, who 
was judged by the law in the past and was allowed to live, 
to do that? Radka opposed this and wanted her to die, and 
thus was caught when he threw a stone at her. Eliza was 
protected by the law and letting Radka live was neither 
beneficial nor detrimental to her. 

Like Radka, there were many people who turned their 
resentment towards her, as she was the only sole survivor 
from the feudal lord’s family. Keeping him alive meant that if 
someone did the same thing and threw a stone at her, then 
she would let them live. 











When he thought that, Radka felt as if he had caught a 
glimpse of the heavy burden on her small shoulders. He 
sighed at the heavy feeling that was settling in the pit of his 
stomach. 

(Ah, that girl, she hadn’t lied. She plans on thoroughly 
killing ‘Radka’ so that | can live...) 

What little he had as Radka was dying; his name, his 
thoughts and his beliefs. Even his language, behaviour and 
ignorance. 


0000000 


He was informed of Eliza’s return a few days after. The 
whole mansion was buzzing with activity for a while, and 
after a seven day delay, Gunter led the fief army back. 

Radka looked down from his window at the courtyard 
where the soldiers were being rewarded, since he knew that 
he would be scolded if someone were to see him. In the 
garden which was laid out in a circle with different coloured 
bricks, the soldiers had a shady expression on their faces 
and didn’t talk much while eating, and drinking alcohol. 
Most of them were injured somewhere. 

It was obvious even to Radka that something had 
happened even though he didn’t know anything. Eliza must 
have been badly injured as well, since she had been holed 
up in her room since she had returned earlier. 

With that in mind, Radka stopped looking down at all the 
soldiers and began searching for those he knew from the 
barracks. He didn’t know when he would see them next, and 
he might not have the opportunity to meet them ever again. 
Radka wanted to see them one last time, since he couldn’t 
bid them farewell, and moved his gaze around. 

Gunter stood out so he found him straight away. Soldiers 
of all ages gathered around that rich, wavy, decaying leaf- 
coloured head. There was something about him that drew 
others to him. Unusually, Calvin was sitting next to him 


while relaxing. While the other soldiers had gloomy 
expressions on their faces, Calvin was the only person who 
didn’t lose his calm. Strangely, the soldiers around him were 
the only ones who seemed somewhat relieved. 

... Then, Radka’s gaze wandered amongst the soldiers for 
a while, looking for his plain senior. 

(Igor-san isn’t here. | hope he’s not badly injured...) 

Every time his eyes gazed over the soldiers, in search of 
Igor, he suddenly felt uncomfortable and frowned. 

(... Huh? What is it? Something doesn’t feel right...) 

The moment he realised what that uncomfortable feeling 
was, he shuddered at the cold chill that went through his 
body and caused goose bumps. 

There were clearly a lot of soldiers. A few people who 
Radka knew weren't there, as if they were missing. 

(Even the wounded... are here... aren’t they...?) 

Even those who were badly injured, with their bodies 
nearly covered in bandages, were being congratulated for 
their return while sheltered by those around them. 

He could feel sweat seeping into his palms, and yet, a 
chill ran down his neck. 

They went to defend the border, and there was a battle 
in other words; they had killed each other. 

Radka looked down at the soldiers through the thick glass 
and swallowed his saliva. 

The more he thought about the soldiers who weren't 
there, the more his head grew numb and cold, as if it were 
freezing. 








Midnight. Radka quietly opened his room door. The 
corridor was dark, since the candles had been extinguished, 
and the only light source came from the starlight which 
reflected inside through the thick window panes. 

Radka had been looking for an opportunity to escape for 
the past few days since the soldiers’ return. Tonight, thanks 
to the fact that he had waited until even the servants went 


to bed, it was so quiet that he could even hear the sound of 
his own breathing. Radka decided that this was his 
opportunity and left his room. He cautiously made his way 
down the dark corridor while holding his breath. Getting out 
of the mansion was his priority, so he rolled out of the 
window that was on the ground floor. 

It was halfway through autumn and the outside air was 
freezing. Radka headed for the south door of the barracks 
while rubbing his arms because of the cold. Unlike the 
mansion, the barracks were lit even at night, and there was 
always a soldier on guard. Radka knew that there was only a 
single soldier on duty at the south door since Igor had spilt 
that out while complaining. It seemed like a good place to 
have a private conversation. 

He peeked out from the shadows and checked who was 
on duty first. The soldiers from the refugee settlement had 
returned, so it was possible that it was a soldier whom he 
didn’t know. 

(... Hmm... Ah, good. | know him.) 

Fortunately, the soldier on guard was someone who had 
joined him in training. He let out a sigh of relief since it 
seemed like his escape hadn’t been in vain. Radka wasn’t 
close to this soldier like he was with Igor and Calvin, but the 
soldier also wasn’t one of the people who abused and 
ridiculed him. 

Radka slowly stepped forward from the darkness as not 
to alarm the soldier. 

“Who is it!?” 

At the sound of the crunching sand, the soldier quickly 
raised the sword in his right-hand and armed himself 
against whoever was coming. The soldier was surprised by 
the small silhouette that was vaguely lit by the candlelight, 
and once he had realised that it was Radka, he hesitated for 
a moment before lowering his sword. 

“Radka...?” 

“Yeah, that’s right. It’s me.” 


“Where the fuck have you been? ... More importantly, 
why are you here at this time?” 

He felt relieved to see the soldier’s bewildered expression 
since he hadn’t seen an emotional expression in a while, 
and relaxed. The expressions he had seen lately were all 
expressionless, and they made him wince. 

“Well, I’m being taken care of somewhere else. But, a lot 
of things have been tough, and | can’t come here until this 
time. The people at home won't let me know how everyone 
is doing.” 

“You came here just to ask about us?” 

Radka nodded, and the soldier scratched his cheek 
embarrassed. He had lowered his sword, but he still had his 
guard up. 

“Il Saw everyone from a distance. There were a few 
people who | didn’t see... and | was worried whether they 
were injured or something. Is Igor-san and the others who 
were in the same room as me... alright? Did they come 
home?” 

He had only asked the minimum, since he didn’t want the 
soldier to suspect him. 

However, the soldier’s face quickly paled at the mention 
of Igor’s name. The light of the candle shone on the soldier’s 
white face. 

With that reaction alone, Radka knew how Igor was. He 
bit his lip. 

Silence fell between Radka and the soldier for a short 
moment. The autumn night breeze caressed Radka over and 
over again. His body got cold and his shoulders began to 
Shiver. 

Radka’s sneeze, because it was so cold, was the first 
thing that broke the silence. Then, the soldier finally came 
to his senses and rushed over to him. 

“Hey, don’t catch a cold. You’re dressed so lightly...!” 

“...1'm fine. | have warm blankets when | get back home. 
But before | go, can you at least tell me what happened to 


Igor?” 

Radka looked at the soldier straight in the eye causing 
the soldier to flinch. The soldier’s lips trembled a few times, 
and then he finally let out a small and mumbling voice. 

“Igor, he died. He died at Jugfena. He was stabbed in the 
stomach from behind... Ryszard, Dominic, Wojciech, 
Frederic, and Josef also died. Tsar... Eliza-sama was also 
badly hurt. | heard that Kamil, who was next to her, was also 
done in, and she’s been acting strange ever since then. It’s 
like she’s fallen asleep...” 

Every time the soldier listed a name he knew, one after 
the other, he felt a dull, numbing feeling in his brain. He 
grew dizzy and covered his face with his trembling fingers. 
The awkward, silent soldier walked back to the door. 

Unable to say anything, Radka left the place in silence. 
He had a feeling that it was possible, but to be confronted 
with the deaths of those whom he knew was too much and 
his eyes flickered black and white in shock. 

On top of that, when he heard that Eliza, the person who 
was in charge of his fate, was also acting strange, his legs 
felt wobbly. 

(I... 1...) 

He withstood the horrible dizziness that was rushing 
through him as he followed the night path back to the 
mansion. The soldier watched in worry as Radka’s shaking, 
little back disappeared into the darkness of the night. 


Part 7 


Radka looked down silently at the girl who was 
lying in front of him. 

Her long black hair had lost its lustre and was scattered 
across the white sheets. Her red pupils which were like the 
setting sun and as cold as ice were now hidden by her 





eyelids. Her smooth white skin, which he hadn’t seen ina 
long time, had lost colour and looked pale. Just like the 
soldier had said, it really seemed like she was lost in an 
abyss and wouldn’t return, even though a month had 
passed since she had returned from Jugfena. 

Floating in a daze, Radka entered Eliza’s room after he 
returned from the barracks. 

(Are you really still asleep...?) 

Both her eyelids and cheeks were sunk in, and his body 
shivered in fear at the lifeless body. Her physical wounds 
weren't that noticeable, and it didn’t seem serious enough 
to not cause her to wake up. 

She had lost her personal servant, Kamil, at Jugfena, and 
the wounds in her heart might be worse. She should be 
alive, but she looked as if she was dead. Or perhaps, she 
had lost her heart and would remain asleep forever. 
Just like Radka’s mother, shortly before her death. 

Radka moved closer to the bed and looked down on Eliza. 
The last time he had seen her face this close was before he 
entered the barracks. 

The vase full of flowers by her side even looked like those 
that were used when mourning for the dead. Radka 
squeezed his right hand tightly, and finally realised that he 
was clutching onto something. He looked down and saw the 
dull light reflect off the cold knife. 

(Ah, |...) 

His head still felt numb. That combined with the head 
heat gave him a strange feeling of euphoria. There was no 
one by Eliza’s side right now, and Eliza, herself, wasn’t able 
to resist. 

Ill kill you, his own barking voice echoed in his mind. 

She made him live in the barracks, then forced him back 
into the mansion, and made him learn a lot of things. 

He learnt that not everything about a noble is evil, and 
that the young girl named Eliza accepted both her father’s 
sins and her own. 








He learnt the fact that Eliza was trying to keep him 
alive. 

There was a reason why there was a knife in Radka’s 
hand even after he learnt about her life, her resolve, and her 
thoughts. 

(... She’s the reason why Igor-san and the other guys are 
dead. It’s because she took them all with her.) 

The troops had to go to Jugfena because she accepted 
the refugees from the neighbouring kingdom. Didn’t Calvin- 
san say that it was Eliza-sama who was actively accepting 
refugees? 

Even if she wasn’t arrogant like the nobles who he heard 
about in the past, and even if she didn’t treat the citizens 
badly, she had led her people to death. If he didn’t allow 
himself to think this way, then what the heck was he 
supposed to do with this heavy feeling that was boiling 
inside him because of the people who died? 

(Vil... Kill...) 

Radka sucked his breath. He slowly let his hatred rise and 
raised the hand that was clutching the knife as he did so. 

If he killed her, then he would probably die too this time. 
There would be no one left to protect him. Now Radka was 
fully aware that this girl, someone younger than him, was 
the only person who was trying to keep him alive. 

Death was scary to him. But the words that he had spat 
out at Eliza about killing her before weren’t a bluff. 

His breath trembled. The pulsing sounds of his heart 
gradually began to hammer. 

Various emotions and memories were flying around in his 
head at a tremendous rate. Even the hand that was holding 
the knife was trembling. He came here while puzzled, and 
raised a dangerous weapon, yet he was still puzzled. 

When he thought about his mother’s face, what 
happened in Cyril Village, and about Igor and the others, the 
dark feeling immediately swelled up within him, but in the 


next second, the things that he had learnt here, and the 
faces of the fief soldiers suppressed that feeling. 

“a. TSK!” 

He held his trembling right hand with his equally 
trembling left hand. 

It didn’t matter if he was puzzled. All he had to do was 
swing down with all his might a few times. Just by doing so, 
this kid will be dead by morning. 

(1 can’t forgive her... | mustn’t forgive her...!) 

But no matter how much time passed, Radka 
couldn’t swing down the blade. 

Both of his hands could only quiver. 

He even forgot how to breathe, yet he was unable to 
lower the knife, so he continued to stare at the sleeping 
Eliza with his teary eyes. Radka even thought that this 
would continue forever. 

Then he finally choked and remembered how to breathe. 
He managed to remind his throat, which had stopped 
moving on its own, how to breathe, and finally took fresh air 
into his lungs. 

At that moment, he remembered Elize’s gentle smile. The 
image suddenly flashed into his mind and he was dazzled by 
the light. 

(The smell of those flowers...) 

Instantly, Radka’s entire body feebly collapsed to the 
floor like a doll that had lost its strings. 

The knife rolled onto the floor with a light clang. His heart 
thud so loud that it hurt his ears. He wasn’t sad or hurting, 
but for some reason, tears gushed out from his eyes. 

It was already too late for him to maintain the killing 
intent that was connected to his hatred. 

“Damn... Dammit...!” 

Unable to swing the fist that he had clutched in 
frustration at the floor, Radka reached out for Eliza. He 
clenched onto the collar of the smooth, high-quality 
pyjamas, which weren't too high or too low, and pulled it up. 





“Get up you... brute! You haven’t made any amends to 
the villagers yet...! You...!” 

Radka’s tears dripped down to Eliza’s cheeks, wetting 
them. 

She didn’t make any expression, and her eyelids, which 
were tightly shut, looked artificial, and the tears repelled off 
her cheeks like she was inorganic. 

“Wake up, wake up! | can’t even beat you up if you’re 
asleep...!” 

Radka couldn’t scream or shake her as hard as he could. 
He couldn’t do anything to his satisfaction and could only 
cry at her like he was throwing a tantrum. 

He couldn’t even shake her because of his helplessness 
and emptiness. Radka powerlessly plopped down on the 
edge of the bed and stopped himself from crying 
desperately. 

His anxiety about the future, his feelings that kept 
growing without being sorted, the loneliness he felt that 
made him unable to relax his guard. Everything reached its 
breaking point and erupted at once as an outlet for his 
anger and resentment towards Eliza. 

Radka was still a young child who hadn’t even lived for 
ten years. He was an emotionally undeveloped child who 
had been sheltered at home by his mentally ill mother and 
grew up with a distorted viewpoint. 

He was much more of a child than Eliza. 

He had a lot of depression pent up but didn’t know how to 
get rid of it; he didn’t even know how to let it out on 
something. 

Therefore, he couldn’t do anything but cry like a baby 
until he was tired and fell asleep. 


00000) 


Eliza’s Perspective 


| gently reached out to that painful sob which was 
becoming weaker and weaker in my dim and hazy 
consciousness 








“How long are you going to sleep for?” | felt as if 
someone was trying to wake me up and forced my heavy 
eyelids open. 

My sleepy, lethargic brain could only recognise a muffled 
cry of the young child from right beside me. Who’s crying? 
The children of the citizens, or the children of the Sill Tribe 
who got caught up in the war? 

It was dark with only unreliable moonlight shining in. 

My fingertips had half-unconsciously stretched out to pat 
soft hair in comfort. That soft, black hair suddenly woke her 
consciousness. 

“Ra... dka?” 

The child, who was clinging to the edge of the bed, and 
had fallen asleep from tears and exhaustion, was Radka; 
someone who felt resentment and murderous intent towards 
me. | was dumbfounded for a while, wondering why he was 
here, then | suddenly shifted my gaze and noticed a silver 
knife on the floor beside Radka. 

(... Ah, | see. He... came here to kill me?) 

Convinced that was the reason, | let out a sigh of relief. 
Relief that a child who wanted to kill her had come there to 
kill her. Was it ironic or am | a masochist? The edges of my 
mouth twisted up. It was a mystery why he seemed to have 
given up in the end, and | have no idea why he was crying 
here. 

(At any rate, | can’t just let him sleep here. I'll have 
Rashiok carry him out.) 

Thinking that, | got up. Or, | tried to. But | couldn’t 
put any strength into my body, and, on the contrary, a dull 
pain ran through my body as if it was choking me. It was a 
Short while after that. 





Memories flooded into my mind as if it was breaking 
down. 

The Sill Tribe who ran away. The silence at Jugfena 
Fortress. The Densel soldiers who came rushing in. The dead 
soldiers. Blazing fires. Gunpowder. Rashiok came to rescue 
her from up high and Kamil. 

She didn’t even know where she was or what she was 
doing. My lips trembled and my teeth clattered together, 
and an intense sensation overcame me as if all the organs 
in my stomach were being turned over. 

“Uh, guu... gee...” 

| vomited a few times, but nothing came out from the 
back of my throat. | just felt as if my stomach was bouncing 
around, and | couldn’t pay any attention to the pain in my 
body, just like a dying caterpillar. 

“... Em, hmm? ... An? Hey!” 

The commotion had woken up Radka, and he quickly 
flipped me over so that | was lying on my side. | could finally 
breathe easier. 

“... Ha, ha... uhh... urg...” 

“W-wait! I’ll go call someone...!” 

Grabbing Radka’s arm as he stood up was something | 
did almost unconsciously. But there was a knife on the floor. 
I’m sure his presence in this room in this dark house isn’t 
good for anyone to See. 

“It’s... fine... so don’t go.” 








| yelled weakly, and his face scowled in puzzlement. 
Then, he reached out timidly and began to slowly stroke my 
back. His touch reminded me of Kamil’s hand from some 
time ago, and my sobs mingled with my vomiting. 

(Kamil... Kamil! | let him die! Why, where am | now... 
what happened since then?! What happened to Kamil? The 
other soldiers who were cut down... What the hell have | 
been doing all this time?!” 

“Hey! Come on, breathe! Hey, | said breathe!” 

A strange sound came out from the back of my throat. 
The area between the pit of my stomach convulsed and | 
forgot how to breathe. | was squirming while drowning in 
agony. 

“Breathe, come on, breathe out slowly... and then inhale 
Slowly... breathe properly.” 

Radka continued to stroke my back and his voice 
sounded gentle and hesitant. | exhaled and inhaled gently 
while listening to his voice. 

| recalled that Kamil had told me to breathe properly like 
this a while back. | didn’t vomit this time, but my throat felt 
heavy as if | had just swallowed lead. 

Outside the window, it looked as if winter had just come 
and the landscape was colourless, and desolated. Leaning 
against the window post, | stared down and bit off the pain 
that seemed to reverberate throughout my body at the 
slightest movement. 


Part 8 


When morning came, | learnt that | had been petrified for 
nearly a month. News of my recovery went around the 
mansion, and the adults had been coming in and out of my 
room in turns, but they were all gone now. 


The trees, which | was staring down silently at, had 
already lost their leaves, and the ears of the wheat, which 
looked like a golden sea around the mansion, were long 
harvested. The scenery, which had turned into a dull brown 
colour, would soon be white with snow. | recalled the day 
when | walked through the snow with Kamil and Rashiok as 
if it was yesterday. 

| sighed softly. It didn’t seem real that a year had already 
passed since then. It was as if | had left the months that had 
passed behind, in my long sleep. 

“\.. Eliza-sama!” 

A voice called out from behind me, and when | turned 
around, | saw a pale-faced Lady Hortensio had entered the 
room. “Why are you out of bed?” She said softly, yet ina 
scolding tone, and sent me back to bed. My body, which had 
remained motionless for a month, felt fatigued and sore 
from standing at the window for a few minutes. 

“Are you feeling better now?” 

“Earl Thelesia...” 

Earl Thelesia also came back into my room after Lady 
Hortensio. | answered his question with a loose shake of my 
head. 

“It doesn’t seem like | feel that good. I’m not sure | can 
move very well.” 

“| see. Then, how about talking?” 

“Fortunately, | slept well, so my head is clear.” 

| had said it with a bit of a self-deprecating tone, but the 
Earl didn’t seem to mind, and sat down on the chair which 
was next to my bed. He probably wanted me to do what | 
can do even if | hadn’t recovered perfectly yet. 

Looking closely, | could see that the Earl had a dark 
expression of fatigue on his face, and it was clearly visible 
compared to the last time | had seen him. He had worked 
his old body really hard during the month that she was away 
and the month that she had been useless. On top of that, he 


had to do Kamil’s work since Kamil had been entrusted with 
the development site. 

| sunk into bed while listening to Earl Thelesia tell me 
about what had happened in the battle at Jugfena Fortress. 

“... They’re going to pretend it didn’t happen...?” 

“At the very least, it means that we won’t be going to war 
with Densel.” 

The defensive battle at Jugfena Fortress barely ended in 
victory, even though the enemy’s strategy had been 
successful, and they were at a disadvantage. However, that 
battle will not be included in the chronology of Arxia’s war 
history. 

The Jugfena Fortress Defence Corps lost its heavy infantry 
and archers to the point where they couldn’t rebuild, and 
their Corps were destroyed. Moreover, the supreme 
commander of the fortress, Earl Einsbark, and one of his 
sons, Wiegraf, had suffered severe wounds, and the Kaldia 
army lost ten-odd soldiers. Overall, they had lost nearly 40% 
of their overall strength during that battle. Furthermore, the 
advancing troops were focused on destroying Arxia’s border 
defences, and had destroyed a significant portion of the 
fortress. The fortress and the castle walls were heavily 
damaged and had holes through them. 

On the other hand, Arxia’s army did not allow the Densel 
soldiers to retreat and had destroyed them. The attackers 
numbered a thousand; 700 from the camp and 300 who had 
chased after the Sill Tribe. 700 were killed and more than 
200 were taken prisoner. There was an enormous number of 
casualties. 

However, Densel Dukedom had dismissed this as a 
private war between its own people, who had been 
sentenced to exile. They disposed of the property of those 
who had started the war and allocated a small amount for 
war reparations, and then executed all those who were 
related to the soldiers. The soldiers had been exiled, 
because they lost a political battle, and they were people 


who originally opposed the establishment of the Rindarl 
Union Dukedom. 

During the interrogation of the prisoners, it became 
obvious that their motive for attacking was because they 
thought that the other three Dukedoms would stop the 
establishment of Rindarl if war were to break out between 
Arxia and Densel. One of the unsettling factors in 
establishing the Rindarl Union Dukedom, which was 
discussed earlier on, was Densel’s deterioration in relations 
with Arxia. Densel has been evading their investigations, 
but | was pretty sure this seemed like an incitement. In 
short, Arxia was forced to deal with those who opposed the 
establishment of Rindarl. 

Naturally, even if this detailed information wasn’t spread 
far, dissatisfaction and resentment grew on Arxia’s side. 
Because the Densel Dukedom, who had suddenly launched 
an attack, appeared to have cut off their own people and 
labelled them as exiled. 

Worst of all, the brunt of their attack was directed at 
Viscountess Kaldia and her guardian, Earl Thelesia, since 
they wanted to protect the Artolas refugees and Sill Tribe. 

Considering the situation on Densel’s side, the attackers 
would have attacked Jugfena Fortress even if Kaldia hadn’t 
accepted the refugees, and the defences in Jufgena would 
have remained as it normally would, which would have 
caused more damage. But it was bad enough that the 
northern nobles loudly fanned the situation by stating that 
this one sided defensive battle was due to the fact that we 
had harboured traitors from the neighbouring kingdom, and 
the facts had come to be perceived as such. 

“The House of Lords has noticed the movements within 
the kingdom and has decided to treat that attack as a 
private war and not an invasion from the Densel Dukedom. 
It pains me to say this, but | can’t think of a better way to 
appease those who have been incited by the northern 


nobles than for them to accept the loose change from the 
Densel Dukedom.” 

“... }see.” 

The Earl’s words were unusually filled with resentment. 
However, | felt so helpless that | couldn’t even feel angry 
now. 

“The death toll from the Kaldia Army is seventeen, and, 
including you, two people were seriously injured. The others 
are lightly wounded. No one survived unscathed.” 

“Seventeen...” 

Seventeen people. They died, in that place. 

Between it being a large number of people or a small 
number of people, it was probably a small number of 
people. It was almost a miracle that a small army of less 
than one hundred soldiers had only lost that many, even 
though it was everyone’s campaign and the attack had been 
sudden. 

But that was in regard to the number. | wasn’t used to 
weighing people’s lives. | couldn’t get used to it. 

Seventeen soldiers from the fief army were lost forever. It 
was So severe that | felt nauseous, and it felt like it was 
crushing down her throat. 

“... Then what happened to the Sill Tribe and the Artolas 
refugees?” 

| managed to move my shivering lips and prompted him 
to continue. Recalling the repulsive scene as | looked down 
on the castle walls, | scrunched up my brows in disgust. On 
top of the countless tents strung up inside the walls, were 
pe-pe-people who had fallen 

Earl Thelesia was silent for a moment, and then he 
unusually expressed his emotions, “It was horrible.” 

“There were only a few of them left. There are some 
things I’ve heard that have worried me about this. I'll talk to 
you about it afterwards.” 

He probably meant that it was pointless to tell me now. 
Clearly, | was also concerned about the massacre, which 





was proof that the enemy had been allowed to enter our 
lands, but the responsibility for this still lay with Jugfena 
Fortress. This was mostly unrelated to me. 

“... Ah, also... It seems like one of our men has been 
reported as missing. You should read the report for further 
information.” 

Earl Thelesia added at the end without hiding his 
hesitation about whether he should say it or not. 

< Huh?” 

| blurted out in a daze. | looked up to see the Earl loosely 
Shaking his head, then he left the room without saying a 
word and went back to his office. 

“Eliza-sama, if you’re done talking, then why don’t you 
take a rest... Eliza-sama?!” 

Without hearing what Lady Hortensio had said, Eliza 
quickly rolled up her left sleeve with her trembling hand as if 
she was ripping it off. 

“It’s not here...” 

The tip of the sword that should have pierced through 
Kamil’s stomach and pierced my left arm. 

There was no trace of that attack on her smooth and 
white left arm. It was as if the conflict in Jugfena itself 
had never happened. 
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Ten days later, | was finally freed from Lady Hortensio’s 
surveillance. Nearly a month of sleep had sapped my 
muscles and strength, and | walked out of the mansion while 
being fed up with my body, that wouldn’t move like | want it 
to. 

The person who | wanted to lend me a hand at times like 
this wasn’t here. | proceeded like | was crawling cautiously 
using Rashiok to support my side. 

| walked up to the shore of the small pond at the end of 
the courtyard. On the other side of the pond was the 


poisonous leaves that had killed her family. They bathed 
under the sunlight and took up her entire vision. Small 
brightly coloured flowers surrounded the pond in summer, 
but now, it was half-way through autumn, and the bank was 
brown and green. 

| walked around the pond along the shore. On the right 
side of the pond, which could be seen from the courtyard, 
there was a single tree whose shadow fell onto the water, 
and underneath that was a cobblestone pavement. The 
roots of the trees made the pavement uneven, and | sat my 
weary body down there. This pond was simply a reservoir 
and was barely tended to by the gardener. It was used as a 
garden before the Golden Hill Mansion was built, and the 
stone pavement was a remnant of those days. 

| heard the sounds of the water lightly drip down, the 
wind rustling the leaves and grass, and the sound of my 
own heartbeat. The air caressing my skin was completely 
cold, but the warmth from Rashiok’s sprawled body beside 
me made me forget about the cold. 

| sighed and turned my gaze to a certain spot. In the 
corner of her eyes, leaning against the base of the tree, was 
a polished stone that was no more than half of my height. It 
was a tombstone. There was no name carved on it and there 
were no bones buried underneath, but it was certainly a 
tombstone. 

| brushed off the dust from the surface since it hadn’t 
been looked after for some time. | had never visited this 
place even once since Rashiok moved in and | started to 
spend time with Kamil. | hadn’t forgotten who this grave 
belonged to, but | admit that | visited less. 

‘ It’s been a while. I’m sorry for not visiting in so 





long...” 

| sooke to the owner of the grave in a whisper. Of course, 
there was no reply. The person who this grave belonged to 
was dead, so they can’t answer. 

“... L[lost Someone important to me. | was so stupid.” 


Still, | continued to talk to myself. | continued to talk while 
not caring that my fingertips were turning black and dirty 
from stroking the surface of the stone. 

“His name is Kamil. Along with you, he’s important to 
me...” 

The autumn breeze blew with a rustle. The sound was 
everywhere, but | thought it was quiet. 

“| thought that if | trust people, then they would take my 
life someday, but | finally realised that | couldn’t live if | 
didn’t trust them... At least, | would rather die than to go 
through with this feeling again.” 

What should | say? | didn’t know what to say next since | 
wasn’t thinking. | could do this because no one was listening 
to me. | lowered my eyes to escape from the glare of the 
sun. 

“Thanks to that, I’ve been half-awake and remembering 
all the things | have forgotten. What’s the point of having 
those memories?!” 

The words spilled out of my mouth without power. | was 
speaking in monotone like usual, but | was aware of the fact 
that my voice sounded emptier than normal, even without 
anyone telling me that. 

| felt extremely bad for Rashiok who was literally shaking 
me awake. However, my inside still remained as empty as 
when | was asleep. It was as if my emotions and willpower 
were slipping out of the large hole that had been created 
with the loss of Kamil. 

“... | fell asleep for a long time. | finally woke up when a 
child shook me awake. Elise. Giving him the same name as 
someone he hates... | said that | shouldn’t keep him by my 
side, but | let him remain close enough to kill me. | knew 
that there was nothing more foolish than that, but | didn’t 
know what to do.” 

My voice changed to a groan. 

Then | remembered when | saw Radka’s tear-stained face 
and eyes. 


The black tea eyes, which looked pure red under the 
moonlight. Reflected in those eyes was confusion... anda 
young, unreliable face that revealed various emotions. 

My one month of sleep was nothing but an escape. It was 
a fake, peaceful escape where | was waiting for the comfort 
of death with no pain, no guilt, no fear, no doubt towards 
others, and no feelings at all. 

It made sense that the explosion of emotions caused by 
that child’s anger, anxiety, and helplessness dragged me 
out of there and made me see reality. 

Comfort and encouragement didn’t reach the depths of 
my foggy coma, only his exploding anger had dragged me 
out from the vortex of suffering. 

“... Right now, I’m in more pain than anything else 
because of my promise to you.” 

| grasped my fist together so tight that the dirty 
fingernails dug into my skin. | took my eyes away from the 
grave and looked up at the sky without a second thought. 

The blue sky was no different than it was when Kamil was 
by my side, or when the person in the tomb was alive. 

“It’s painful to trust people or not trust them. I’m too 
weak to bear the loneliness. But the thought of being killed 
makes me drive people away... It’s like my mind is being 
split in two.” 

| groaned at the memories that made me want to vomit 
blood and gritted my teeth. 

The thin chain on my wrist clung together with my 
trembling arms. Feeling condemned by the sound, | relaxed 
my whole body. With a sigh, | let everything out. 

— | thought | could live more comfortably since | was 
born into an otome game. How in the world did it end up like 
this?” 

| muttered at my stubbornly vacant thoughts and threw 
my body onto Rashiok. 

Rashiok listened to my dialogue from beginning to end, 
even though no one else heard it, and finally cried. 


Chapter 1 


Part 1 


By the time | noticed, nearly two months had passed 
since | woke up. | suddenly checked the calendar because of 
the date on the documents and was shocked by this fact. 

“... This is bad.” 

All the things that went through my mind at that moment 
made me spontaneously mutter this, and Lady Marechan, 
who was next to me helping me with the documents, 
dropped the documents that she was holding with a thud. 

“Eliza-sama, is there something wrong with those papers? 
Oh... you won't sleep...” 

“No, that’s not it, please calm down.” 

She was supposed to be a tutor in this house, but before | 
knew it, she had been assigned to support me. Well, her 
employer was Earl Thelesia, so it didn’t matter to me 
whether she was a tutor or a secretary. Or rather, I’ve been 
so busy lately that | haven’t had time to worry about such 
trivial matters at all. 

The defencive battle at Jugfena Fortress that had me 
bedridden for a month had thrown a wrench in our plans to 
take in the refugees. 

The House of Lord’s meeting was at the end of spring and 
the defencive battle at Jugfena Fortress was during the 
upper month and a half of spring, and only about six months 
had passed between that. 

... Incidentally, this reminded me recently that one 
season was about three months in my past life. However, a 


season here was when the moon’s phases revolve around 
four times, and a year is sixteen months. A year here was 
longer than it is in my previous life, but there was nothing 
unusual about the growth and aging of a person. In simple 
terms, humans in this world may be long-lived creatures 
that have adapted to this world, or, the length of a day may 
be shorter than it is in my previous life, although | no longer 
have a sense of this. 

Now, let’s return to the topic at hand. 

The plan was to take in fifty refugees every month 
starting in the upper half of summer. We were supposed to 
take in 2000 refugees, however only 250 were taken in by 
Kaldia, since the rest had been killed in Jugfena Fortress. 

800 refugees were temporarily taken in by Junas fief, but 
we will gradually take them in, once the constructed village 
is steady. Considering their feelings, | can’t impose 
restrictions on them while | take them in, so I’m not 
considering this, for now, since it was still a long way away. 

Next are the Sill Tribe. They have more people than | had 
expected. At first, | was told that there were forty people in 
the tribe, and | assumed that the tribes would join together, 
and the number would be 120, three times what | was told. 

However, the tribes that had been hiding in Bandishia 
Plateau and Amon Nohl seemed to have been prepared for 
their deaths, and in the end, the number grew to more than 
300. It’s no wonder that they had persisted for nearly a 
month against the 300 pursuers from Densel. 

In total, there were less than 600 refugees and members 
of the Sill Tribe, which is less than half the number of people 
we were originally going to take in. First, | had to get them 
to construct the village, but this mostly had to be done from 
scratch. 

The Sill Tribe, which made up half of the refugees, were 
nomads; their houses were mobile and they lacked building 
Skills. Furthermore, they had no farming skills since they 
didn’t farm. There were a few tribes that had withdrawn 


further west from Bandishia Plateau and had changed their 
lifestyle in Amon Nohl. Those tribes could build splendid 
houses, but they were unable to use their skills, since we 
are unable to provide them with the materials that they are 
used to. 

To compensate for this, we tried accepting requests from 
the citizens to move to the area, but as expected, only a few 
people applied, so we are still thinking of a solution for this 
problem. 

Furthermore, another problem was who would be in 
charge of the new settlement. Kamil had been tasked with 
this role up until now. It was impossible for me to find a new 
person who could speak Artolas like him and can command 
the new citizens and easily communicate with us. Therefore, 
| asked Earl Thelesia to hire a temporary governor for this. 
However, this increased the amount of paperwork | had to 
do since | had to prepare documents for the position 
takeover and write out instructions for them. 

The fief army troops who were engaged in the settlement 
work, once numbered thirty, have now been reduced to just 
ten. | was prepared for this when we went to Jugfena 
Fortress, but | can’t allocate extra troops from the army 
there anymore due to casualties and seriously wounded 
troops. 

In addition, | had a lot of documents | had to deal with 
since | had been in a coma, at any rate, | had a lot of things 
to do and didn’t even have time to sleep or have a decent 
meal. 

“.,. Anyway, get something to eat soon. Claudia-dono will 
come crashing into your office with her cart again if you 
don’t go down to the dining hall to eat or drink.” 

Lady Marechan urged, and we both got up from our seats 
to relieve our stiff bodies from doing paperwork. | only have 
to go to the kitchen and return, but it was much better than 
not moving at all. 


Just two weeks ago, Claudia crashed her tea cart into the 
office desk and nearly covered my important documents 
with tea, and perhaps Lady Marechan recalled this 
nightmare, since her complexion had gotten even worse. 
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It took me twenty minutes to explain what had 
happened in the past two months to the child that was 
glaring at me. 

The child, who | had left alone since | woke up, sullenly 
said. 

“So, you were so busy that you forgot about me.” 

There was definitely something colder in his calm voice 
than being yelled at. I’d like to think that it’s better than the 
days when he yelled at me just for visiting him. 

“No, I’m telling you that | had a lot of work to get done 
before | could see you.” 

Even now, I’m still sorting through the documents by date 
until the person who | called to help me will come, because 
of the lack of manpower. | had to get as much work done as 
| could while | still had time. | can light candles at night, but 
it was quite expensive to use them to read and write 
without any inconvenience. 

“Is that what you say to someone who you've neglected 
for six months or more?” 

| was a little surprised that it had been that long already 
since this guy was thrown into the barracks. 

This child’s education continued even while | was busy, 
and his speech was gradually becoming like mine. Even the 
gesture of him narrowing his reddish-black eyes was similar 
to mine, and it was a bit amusing. 

“... | didn’t neglect you or anything. | didn’t have any 
business with you.” 

| Knew that the words that had come out of my mouth 
made a vein pop out of his forehead. 





“Or, did you want me to take care of you even though I’m 
younger?” 

“You want to get your ass kicked?!” 

“Oh, spare me the vulgarities, Elise.” 

| looked at Radka, aka [JElise[], whose face had turned red 
with anger and frustration and couldn’t help but burst into 
laughter. His straightforward expression was similar to those 
of the fief army soldiers’. 

Radka, who was called Elise, was sullen and pouted. | 
glanced at him and saw that his eyes were filled with a 
complicated expression; they looked as if he was 
complaining, lost, irritated, but also resigned. It was the 
same glimmer as the one | saw on that night when he woke 
me up. 

... Unlike Kamil, his eyes told a lot. It was emotionally 
easier to understand what the other person was thinking 
just by looking at him in the eyes. 

“You could have come to me if you needed something 
instead of waiting for me to call you.” 

“Huh... Me? Inside this mansion?” 

| put away the documents that | had finished into a 
leather bag, and finally had a little free time. 

| looked up and observed Radka properly for the first time 
in half a year; his face had become completely healthy and 
he looked girly. He also had a disbelieving expression on his 
face. 

“Ah.” 

| looked at his face and realised my own slip up. | didn’t 
realise that this mansion was nothing more than a prison to 
him. 

It was decided that Radka would have his freedom in the 
mansion when he came back from the barracks, as soon as 
Elize was exposed, and nearly everyone knew about him. 
Originally, it was decided that his restrictions would be 
loosen as soon as the heat from the birthday celebration 
had cooled down. Frankly, that was a measure to win him 


over, as well as relieve the stress on the maliced child, and 
also a way for him to get used to life in the mansion. | didn’t 
expect that hisf}education[Jwould go better than | expected 
or that his murderous intent towards me would fade to this 
extent. 

| can even take back the words the Kamil had once said 
to me, “She might kill you while you’re sleeping.” He had 
almost killed me while | was in a coma, but it was strange to 
me that we could talk carefreely like this. He no 
longer looked angry. How should | treat him? How did | want 
to be treated? | wasn’t sure at first, but now | don’t know at 
all. It’s about you, how could you not know? | mocked 
myself. 

“You're no longer confined. You can do what you want in 
the mansion within the bounds of common sense. You'll be 
captured straight away if you go on a rampage anyway.” 

“| won't. Ah, hmm, | won’t do that anymore.” 

Radka corrected himself, perhaps because he had 
remembered why he was in this mansion. 

“I’ve become a little smarter now, too... I’m Sure anyone 
would if they had to study like that.” 

He shrugged his shoulders sarcastically and laughed, and 
| looked down for a moment... What is cleverness? Is it really 
foolish to give into death without sticking to your morals? 

“But | have a lot of assignments and lectures every day, 
and | can hardly leave my room at will...” 

He frowned and added, “It’s no different from being 
confined.” | pulled my consciousness out of the sea of 
thought for a moment and replied coolly. 

“Time is something that can be worked out.” 

“... Worked out. Didn’t you leave me alone because you 
couldn’t work that out?” 

Opps, did | slip up? He glared at me and | diverted the 
topic, “Well, I’ll release you from the assignment hell 
starting from tomorrow.” 

“Eh, really!?” 





| nodded to Radka, who looked innocently happy. | moved 
my muscles and showed him a slight show, then he stopped 
making that expression and his cheeks twitched... This guy 
has good instincts. 

“From tomorrow, you Shall be my apprentice maid, 
apprentice secretary and apprentice guard; unless you want 
to spend the rest of your life trapped in this mansion. But if 
you don’t, then do your best to graduate from 
apprenticeship.” 

It was something | had suddenly come up with when | 
saw the performance of the person who was helping me, but 
anyway, | don’t have the luxury to choose someone to help 
me right now, since I’m short on manpower. It wasn’t what | 
had envisioned | would use him for, but that can’t be 
helped. 

“... Haaaah?!” 

| prepared the next documents as Radka screamed and 
told him to come to this room tomorrow at breakfast. 

He was troubled and grunted for a while. 
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Then, | got Radka to help me with my work and things 
had finally settled down. 

“... What the fuck do you want me to do with this?” 

Those words naturally leaked out of my mouth, probably 
because | was stunned. This is unnecessary, | looked at Earl 
Thelesia with a clinging gaze. 

“You can only play with it, right? Together with Elize- 
dono.” 

But Earl Thelesia’s calm voice crushed my fragile escape 
route. 

| stared at the item in my hand again. It was a doll that 
was elaborately made into the figure of a beautiful girl with 
an indescribable smile on her exquisitely deformed face, to 
make her look less creepy. 


She wore an unfathomably expensive and gorgeous outfit 
and one would be taken aback first, rather than moved, at 
the excessiveness of its ornaments. It’s not necessary to 
pile this doll with frills to the point that it looked ghastly... 

I’m not sure if it’s because it’s winter when people stay in 
their homes or not, but this doll was a gift that was sent in 
the name of Baron Sherstorck, the father of Elise, the girl 
staying at Golden Hill Mansion. The Baron took the trouble 
to send two sets of dolls with different designs. In short, I’m 
sure the meaning to this was what Earl Thelesia had said, 
“You and Elize play with these.” 

Elize came to Kaldia for recuperation, but on paper, she 
had come here to be my playmate. | also used her as a front 
to hide information about Radka, but Baron Sherstorck had 
no way of knowing this. 

“A doll...” 

A doll is a very orthodox gift for a pre-teen girl, and while 
| think it’s weird to play with dolls, that would seem like a 
strange opinion to everyone else. 

Among the nobles, a baron is someone who is only 
granted with the right to own land. Barons rarely show up in 
high society, so he wouldn’t know that | was already 
working as a feudal lord and barely had enough time to talk 
with his daughter. Even if he did know, he wouldn’t think 
that I, a young girl, wasn’t interested in playing with dolls at 
all. 

Earl Thelesia quickly went back to work as if he didn’t 
care about my personal preferences. | was left looking at the 
glistening doll again. 

What am | going to do with this? Play with it? 

| was troubled and reconsidered, no, wait, wait... In short, 
Elize will play with this and it’ll be fine if someone plays with 
her. | don’t have to be the person who plays with her. 

| will push this onto Radka... | mean, give it to him and 
tell him to visit Elize at once tomorrow. | received 
information that they’ve gotten to know each other pretty 


well and that he used to sneak out to see Elize several times 
when he was in the barrack. 

Nodding at the good idea that | had come up with, | 
plucked the first piece of the doll’s layered skirt. The 
pointlessly elaborate outfit was embroidered even in places 
that couldn’t be seen. The golden threads that were stitched 
to make a rose in the topmost cloth flickered in the light. 

“... Huh?” 

Upon closer inspection, | realised that the embroidery 
somehow represented a strange pattern. One part of the 
embroidery, which would normally be repeated, was 
different from the others. 

| unrolled the other piece of cloth and saw that this doll 
was also embroidered in the same way. What pattern is this? 
| pondered as | stared at it, and then suddenly realised that 
this strange pattern were letters. | tried to read the letters in 
an appropriate spot, but it was hard to read, since there 
were no spaces in between the letters. It seemed to bea 
meaningful sentence. 


The next day, | solved the mystery of the embroidery and 
immediately went to Earl Thelesia’s office. 

“A secret letter...? Hmm. He’s training her through dolls.” 

The Earl muttered as he looked at the paper which had 
the words scrawled on it. 

“I’ve asked Elize-dono about it, and apparently this rose 
is a cipher. Elize-dono can’t leave her room, so Viscount 
Stadel had her solve these riddles for fun, and the rose 
always contained the cipher.” 

Her uncle, Viscount Stadel, was exceptionally fond of her 
since she was sickly and sometimes spent days in bed, 
unable to get out. | heard from Elize that he had prepared a 
lot of different toys for her so that she wouldn’t be bored 
holed up in her room. Viscount Stadel didn’t have a 
daughter, so maybe that was why he gave all his affection 
to his niece. The weakness of Elize’s body may have added 


to the overprotectiveness of those around her. | was 
impressed that she had grown with such purity and 
innocence when she was raised in such an environment. 

In order to get the key to the cipher, in the end, it was 
necessary to play with dolls with her. This was probably a 
plan by the Viscount who participated in last year’s House of 
Lords meeting. If that’s the case, then I’ve been perfectly 
set up. 

“So, do you know what it says?” 

“Yes. It’s not difficult to understand as long as | carefully 
separate the words. It was a warning about the movement 
of the northern nobles.” 

Earl Thelesia’s face twisted with just a bit of annoyance 
at the word ‘northern nobles’. 

“He wrote that there are several radical organisations 
gathered around the Nordsterm House.” 

“Foolish. They’re not going to get back the money that 
was taken away from them, no matter what they do now...” 

The Earl sighed deeply as if he was tired. When we 
thought things were finally settling down, this happened. I’m 
grateful to Viscount Stadel for informing us about this, since 
he knew the northern nobles viewed us as enemies, but | 
couldn’t welcome trouble. Kaldia fief was short-handed even 
at the best of times, and both the Earl and | were 
overwhelmed with work. 

| felt just a little gloomy when | recalled the malicious 
gazes of the northern nobles who | met at the House of 
Lords. We had to confirm whether the contents of the secret 
letter were true, but | was convinced that it was. 

“We'll have to work a little during my stay at the royal 
Capital.” 

| nodded at the Earl’s words. This year I'll be heading 
straight to the royal capital as soon as winter is over, and 
the sowing Is done. There’s a lot of work that needs to be 
done there. 


Part 2 


The Nordsterm House is a great noble line, and the head 
of the house has the rank of marquis. Three generations 
ago, a Princess also married into their line, so they have a 
connection to the royal capital. They have a bad reputation 
since they maintain their wealth through lending money, 
and so there aren’t many nobles who can resist them. In 
addition, most of the nobles who represent the north are 
branch families of the Nordsterm House, and their influence 
in the north is said to be greater than that of the royal 
family. 

| sighed in my mind; we’ve been marked by a really 
troublesome opponent. 

The northern lands have been treated as the least 
important in Arxia since long ago. Amon Nohl lies on the 
border with the other kingdoms, and the north faces the 
rough, wavy sea. Their land was cold and infertile. They 
were also poorly positioned for marine trade. There are 
other kingdoms to the east, but the north has been largely 
under the control of Denzel for a long time. Randil might not 
have the navigational technology needed to pass the 
northern fiefs yet. They had little to no produce, and the 
northern fiefs weren’t valued as a national trading ground or 
a defensive area. Probably because of that, I’ve heard that 
there are many poor areas that are very lifeless in the north. 

For that reason, there was only one family, the Nordsterm 
House, who ruled over the northern region until the 
founding of Arxia. Not one noble was dispatched to the 
north until the very end as a result of prioritising fiefs which 
needed to be governed in detail. It was impossible for the 
head of the Nordsterm House to govern the vast land by 
himself, so the land was divided and given to branch 
members, and about a hundred and twenty years ago, that 


system of governance was changed into the feudal system 
of the royal capital, and has remained that way till today. 

The Nordsterm House, which governed these lands, 
formed a relationship with the royal family simply because 
of financial factors. It is said that they have financial 
numerous fiefs around them, and their income from the 
interest alone was used to fund the management of their 
fiefs. 

| recalled that Earl Thelesia said that the royal family had 
married a Princess to the Nordsterm House, even though it 
didn’t benefit the kingdom, as a last resort to bring their 
fortune back to the centre. 

Arxia’s royal family is made up of two families, preventing 
the succession of the throne from leaving the hands of the 
royal family. The Nordsterm House put a third of their assets 
into the treasury in exchange for a woman from the Merliart 
House, even though they weren’t the royal family. 

Earl Thelesia said that he heard this from Marquis 
Rettalgau who was at the ‘imperial court’ when this was 
decided, so there was no doubt that this information was 
correct. 

A noble family whose assets had been reduced, but had 
ties with the royal family, was gathering people and 
directing their hostility towards me. Give me a break. 

They were showing hostility towards us, in the first place, 
because the House of Lords decided that they would split 
the defence costs that they had given to the north to Kaldia, 
Jugfena and Junas. The House of Lords didn’t make the 
wrong decision when they decided to redirect unspent 
money to where it would be spent. 

However, the northern nobles are currently only marking 
Kaldia fief, in other words, me. Aren’t they just resenting me 
for no reason or taking their anger out on me since they’re 
not targeting Earl Einsbark, the governor of Einsbark royal 
fief, or Margrave Junas? 


| sighed once again as | thought that far. I’ve thought 
about this many times over the winter, but whenever | had 
time, | couldn’t help but think about this disturbing omen. 

“... Don’t look so gloomy.” 

Earl Thelesia, who was seated across from me, snored in 
the carriage on the way to the royal capital. 

“It won’t take long anyway. Junas and Jugfena also need 
Kaldia to sort the fief out as soon as possible, and officially, 
the plans to get the fief sorted are made by Earl Thelesia. It 
wasn’t a good idea for the Nordsterm House to move 
against the three families, Thelesia, Junas, and Einsbark, as 
they only had assets and no weapons.” 

“I’m sure the Nordsterm House knew that from the 
beginning. If they are aware of this and are still moving 
against us, then they must have some backing?” 

I’m worried about the powers other than the Nordsterm 
House. 

The Nordsterm House had nothing except for money and 
the northern nobles. Those alone posed no threat. However, 
depending on who was helping them, things can be stirred 
up. It seemed like there was a problem with how the 
Nordsterms spent their abundant funds. 

“Do you think the Nordsterms are connected to 
something that could upset the dynamics of the kingdom?” 

Earl Thelesia raised an eyebrow and confirmed my 
concerns. The decision to discontinue the excess funds to 
the north and pay those costs to the southwest fiefs was a 
decision made by the House of Lords, and that decision was 
treated as if it had been decided by all the nobles of this 
kingdom. In short, it was the kingdom’s policy. 

By the way, the House of Lords was made up of nobles 
who have a rank above Viscount and Imperial nobles with 
the rank of Earl and higher. Nobles of lower status are 
supposed to be indirectly involved in representing the 
participating nobles, and the reason why | usually don’t 


attend the House of Lords was because | can appoint my 
guardian, Earl Thelesia, as my proxy. 

“But if not, then would the conservative northern nobles 
try to do something that would interfere with the decision 
made by the House of Lords?” 

| replied to his question with a question, but the Earl 
nodded with a huff. Unlike the nobles in the royal capital, 
the conservative northern nobles are cautious about the risk 
of their dwindling influence. 

The fact that they were gathering together around the 
Nordsterm House meant that something was going on. It’s 
best to be cautious. 


000000 


It seemed that there was something called a rite of 
passage in society. 

As | knelt for hours in the darkness in the Great Temple of 
Misorua, the headquarters of the Ar Xia religion, which 
surrounded the royal palace in the capital, | thought about 
this while repenting. 

Seven years old is a milestone in Arxia. 

This is the age when children can begin receiving 
punishments for breaking the law. It is the age when one 
makes a full-fledged vow to obey the laws of Xia and are 
held accountable for breaking them. 

The children of commoners are gathered in a nearby 
chapel to celebrate their birth, then they are made to listen 
to the Sacred Code, but noble children are different. They 
contact the Great Temple of Misorua and set a date and time 
for their ceremony, and after purifying themselves with 
running water like a wedge, they repent in solitude in this 
dark room for about half a day. Afterwards, they recite a 
passage from the Sacred Code and pledged obedience to 
the law in front of God and the priests. 


At the same time, this ritual was also a way to formally 
enter the Ar Xia Church. Until the age of seven, children 
entered the religion on a provisional basis. This was because 
a lot of children died before the age of seven and children 
under the age of seven couldn’t distinguish between what 
was right and wrong. 

My seventh year awoke memories of the shichi-go-san 
celebrationsj[1]. In the corner of my mind, the memory of my 
past life which had emerged so strongly, whispered to me 
that all religions were shady and there was no such thing as 
God. | silenced that voice which was complaining about the 
stupidity of shutting myself up in the dark for half a day and 
repenting. 

It doesn’t matter if Misorua is real or not. | don’t need any 
true faith to belong to Ar Xia. What mattered was whether 
or not | followed the society ordered by that doctrine. 

... /kept dreaming about my previous life while | was 
asleep for nearly a month. | called them ‘memories of my 
previous life’ for convenience, but they were memories of a 
woman who lived in another world, which had been in my 
head since | was born. 

The memories which had gradually faded away over the 
past seven years, leaving only things related to this world, 
were mostly about the trivial life of the woman who those 
memories belonged to. Since the origins of that world, and 
the way people lived their lives there are completely 
different from here, those memories were something that | 
had left to be forgotten, since they were unnecessary. 

... |was shown those memories endlessly in my dreams, 
just like a vivid movie. Inevitably, the memories of my 
previous life, which | had never paid any attention to before, 
began to haunt me uncomfortably. 

| couldn’t accept these memories as something that had 
happened in my own past, and it felt like | was reading 
about a heroine in a novel, or the whispers of a ghost. 


But because of that, | also felt fear. A person’s personality 
depended largely on their memories. When | remember that 
my existence now may be overwritten without me knowing, 
by that woman from my previous world, | get a chill down 
my spine. 
| am Eliza Kaldia, and | live in Arxia Kingdom. | am 
not the young woman who lived in Japan. 

| kneeled in the darkness, a position that criminals were 
forced to take at the time of their execution, and seriously 
reflected on my short, sin-stained life, while half bidding 
farewell to my previous life. 





After finishing the ceremony as planned, | looked around 
the Great Temple’s sanctuary and other buildings for a while 
since | had to wait for Earl Thelesia. 

The Earl is my escort, but he had his own business to 
attend to. A bishop who can perform Ar Xia rituals was 
finally coming to my fief. This time, the Earl had to deal with 
the paperwork and conditions for the transfer of the bishop. 

Incidentally, the word ‘bishop’ reminded me of a high- 
ranking clergyman from my previous life’s memories, but in 
Ar Xia it meant someone who taught the teachings of Ar Xia. 
They were literally someone who taught the creed. 

Following the guide of a priest, | entered the sanctuary. At 
that moment, | was dazzled by the attentive details of the 
structures. 

Wherever | looked, the elaborate carved stone statues 
and wooden frames had unparalleled beauty, and there 
were two streams of water flowing out from the front 
platform. The round window opened wide on the ceiling was 
Shaped like a flower, and the stained glass magnificently lit 
up the sanctuary. The jewels inlaid into the eyes of the stone 
statues shone with that light and intensified the unrealistic 
scene inside of the sanctuary. 

Further above the platform, was an altar dedicated to the 
remains of Saint Ahar, and to my surprise, it was a fountain. 


There were stones around the fountain which caused the 
water to border around in a circle, and there was a coffin 
made out of gold enclosed by glass in the centre. 

“Isn't it wonderful?” 

The priest who was guiding me said with just a hint of 
pride. 

| could only nod. | didn’t Know any other structures that 
were as beautiful as this even if | searched through the 
memories of my previous life. | couldn’t take my eyes off the 
structures, since they were so magnificent, and let my gaze 
wander around each one that drew my interest for a while. 
The priest let me look at them until | got bored. 

When | was looking at the workmanship from the ceiling 
to the floor, and from the walls to the platform, a voice 
suddenly spoke to me from behind. 

“Oh, you... aren’t you the Kaldia girl?” 

It was a mysterious voice that sounded both old and 
young, and like a woman’s or a man’s. There was something 
familiar about this distinctive voice. 

| turned around and saw a person dressed in a white 
priest’s robe. 

“Priest Faris es 

“| see you've done your oath ceremony. You look awful for 
someone who had just been a wedge and confessed.” 

The priest, who had performed the ceremony for my 
birthday celebration last spring, had an indescribable and 
thin smile on his face. It was the first time | had seen him in 
a year, but my cheeks twitched since he didn’t look that 
much different from what | remembered of him. 

“... You sure, well, work a lot for someone so young.” 

He must have found it interesting, since he looked at me 
and muttered in amusement, and my shoulders jumped. 

| knew that this mysterious priest was hard to deal with. | 
couldn't tell what he was thinking at all, and yet the way he 
spoke made it seem like he could see right through me, and 
it made me feel unsettled. 





“Chief Priest, please don’t tease Viscountess Kaldia too 
much...” 

The priest who was guiding me warned Priest Faris ina 
troubled tone. Priest Faris shrugged, then walked straight 
towards the altar. 


Chapter 2 


“Is this it...?” 

The carriage that was carrying me back from the Great 
Temple entered a cheap piece of land at the outermost edge 
of the noble district in the royal capital; a section of the wall 
bordered the commoner’s district. We arrived at our 
destination shortly afterwards. 

As soon as | got off in front of the small, rundown 
mansion, Earl Thelesia let out a sigh and glanced sideways 
at me. The mansion was two stories high and the roof was 
far lower than the one at Golden Hill Mansion, and it wasn’t 
much to look at either. 

“Are you really alright with this mansion?” 

“I’m only going to stay here while I’m in the royal capital 
anyway.” 

| shrugged and the Earl returned his gaze to the mansion 
again in disgust. 

My first purchase ever, the Kaldia House’s city mansion, 
was shabby. 


| expected that | would be visiting the royal capital more 
now since | was taking in the Sill Tribe and the farmer 
Cellions who have defected from the neighbouring country. 
The reason for this is simple, it was for face-to-face business 
negotiations. 

Especially since the capital will be in social season during 
the coming summer to autumn when the House of Lords will 
hold their regular meetings. The nobles usually live in their 
fiefs, but they move to their residences in the capital and 
hold various parties to deepen their connections. There are 
quite a few events from mid-summer to late-summer that 


are enough to bring people together, such as coming of age 
debuts and the big Xia Descending Festival. 

Of course, Earl Thelesia, who had made a name for 
himself as an Imperial noble, will also be attending the 
parties, but for me, who hasn’t debuted as an adult, nor 
entered the Academy, social season was supposed to be 
nearly a decade away. However, the reason why a lot of 
invitations for various parties from nobles were piled up in 
the mansion’s office because Kaldia fief had become the 
scene of a new large-scale economic hub. 

In addition to the establishment of Rindarl, vigilance 
against Densel Dukedom, which had launched an attack on 
Arxia, had been raised to the max. Naturally, the attention 
of the kingdom was focused on the border fiefs, Jugfena, 
Junas and Kaldia, which bordered both of those fiefs. 

Now that the House of Lords had prepared a concrete 
Support system to back up those three fiefs, nobles from 
various fiefs are moving their money around. In contrast to 
Jugfena and Junas which had attracted a lot of attention 
from the beginning and have established most of their 
customer base, Kaldia, which was now newly included in the 
eastern defence line, is a new market for those nobles. 

One of the reasons why a lot of nobles were sending 
invitations to me was because a huge variety of things had 
to be provided to the newcomers besides military 
equipment. In short, every fief was busy acquiring new 
customers. 

Although it was a useless addition, it was bad manners 
for children under the age of adulthood to participate in 
evening parties except for as hosts in Arxia. However, I’m a 
Viscount before I’m a child, so the invitations were sent to 
me without mercy. Isn’t it usually the other way around? 
According to what had happened before, | will be 
scheduled to attend evening parties and luncheon meetings 
every day. It was still pretty tough on my little body, but | 





can’t complain about it... There was no one to complain to 
anymore. 

Well, that was why | couldn’t stay in Earl Thelesia’s 
mansion for the entirety of my stay in the royal capital, so | 
bought a small mansion on the outskirts of the noble 
district. 

It did look dilapidated, but well, | won’t be staying here 
that long anyway, so it wasn’t a problem. The exterior may 
look like that, but the interior had been furnished by a 
contractor. 

| looked around the living room while sinking into the 
cheap, but well-made Albus cowhide sofa that didn’t have a 
brand name attached to it, and | quite liked how the red 
brick and wood gave warmth to the plaster. 

“Elize, what are my plans from tonight to the day after 
tomorrow?” 

“Eh... Ah. You'll be arranging your office this evening ... 
and tomorrow evening... the tailor is coming, so you'll have 
your measurements taken. And in the evening, umm, you'll 
be attending Margrave Moudon’s evening party.” 

| pestered Radka, who was standing next to me in a maid 
uniform, and he sluggishly read out my schedule. 

These days, Bellway took him away and taught him the 
vast and advanced tasks that would make him a butler. For 
some reason, Radka accepted what | had told him to do, and 
he had become quite capable of doing paperwork over the 
winter, which apparently motivated his teachers. Radka was 
an excellent student and shrugged his shoulders every day 
at the amount of never-ending homework he had to do. 

| welcomed having someone that was useful by my side. 
We had more conversations every day even if we didn’t 
want to, and | felt that he was opening his heart to me little 
by little. 

“It seems like there’ll be a sacred code reading at the 
temple the day after tomorrow. The luggage has already 
been brought to the office, what do you want to do?” 


“I'll go there after | finish my tea.” 

“... Tea? Do | have to tell the maid to get some?” 

“You're slow on the uptake. You’re the one who will go 
and tell them to prepare some now.” 

“Ah... so that’s what you mean.” 

Radka nodded, but he looked like he disagreed. 

He turned around and walked out of the living room while 
holding the hem of his long skirt in an unaccustomed 
manner, then Claudia, who was leaning silently against the 
wall next to the fireplace, started laughing since she 
couldn't hold it in anymore. 

She continued laughing and seemed like she wasn’t going 
to stop, so | looked at her, then she shrugged lightly. 








PT ae 





“What is it?” 

“Nothing, | just thought you were having a lot of fun 
chatting with that kid.” 

Claudia continued to be my bodyguard, but she didn’t 
stay by my side 24/7 at Golden Hill Mansion because there 
are guards there. This seemed like the first time she had 
seen Radka and | interact. 

“Elsie-dono, you're strangely lively when you talk to that 
kid. Is that what happens when it’s someone close to your 
age?” 

“Who knows... I’m not sure. Also, it’s not Elsie, it’s Eliza.” 

“Hm, | got your name wrong again? Sorry.” 

| probably didn’t act casual towards him because he was 
close to my age. 

But | couldn’t explain why | acted that way towards 
Radka, so | tilted my head in reply. 

“But, it’s strange, interesting and relieving to see you act 
like this. How should | put this...?” 

Claudia seemed to be at a loss for words and began to 
growl. | took my gaze off her and turned to the window as it 
seemed like the conversation had stopped. 

On the other side of the glass, the sky had already begun 
to take on a red hue. The sun set later in the royal capital 
than it did in Kaldia fief, but | wanted to finish my dinner 
before it got completely dark. Candles were used at night, 
regardless of whether this was the royal capital or not. It 
would be too costly to do different things after dark. 

As | had announced, | will drink tea and then start 
cleaning the office. However, it won’t take me long to finish 
since | only had to arrange my desk in a way that would be 
easy to use. 

| turned my gaze towards Claudia when | suddenly heard 
her stop growling. 

She stared straight at me with her sky-blue eyes and she 
had a terribly indescribable and somewhat mysterious 


expression on her face. | didn’t Know how to react and froze 
in place. | blinked a few times as | did so. 

“Ah, that’s right! It feels as if you’re opening up your 
heart and you seem calm, Eliza-dono. If the person I’m 
guarding is wary, then | also have to be wary, you know.” 

Claudia came to an understanding and said that with a 
satisfied expression on her face, and | felt the illusion of my 
chest freezing. 

“... Eliza-dono, what’s wrong? Don’t tell me | got your 
name wrong again?” 

“... No, you didn’t.” 

My stiff muscles creaked as | managed to squeeze that 
out and shook my head. | wanted to growl this time as her 
words made me understand how | was feeling inside. 

It’s not like that. But | still couldn’t put what was different 
about it into words. 


0000000 


Struggling with my first dress in the style women wore in 
the royal capital, Claudia, who was dressed as a maid, 
accompanied me and we went to greet the host of the 
evening party. The immensely handsome Earl, whom | had 
met last year, stood at the back of the large dining room, 
and as soon as he recognised me, he called out to me in an 
extremely bright and cheerful voice. 

“Hey, it’s been a while Viscountess Kaldia. Thank you for 
coming today.” 

“My pleasure and thank you for inviting me here today 
Lord Moudon.” 

| met the young lord of the Mouton Frontier fief, the 
largest fief in the Forshbali region in the north-western part 
of the kingdom, last year at my birthday celebration, and he 
became my acquaintance by chance during my brief stay in 
the royal capital. He is an extremely commendable noble. 


Apparently, he started coming to the royal capital more in 
recent years since his fief started trading jewellery, and the 
reason why he came to my birthday celebrations even 
though he had no connection with me was because he was 
acquainted with Earl Thelesia. But for some reason, | was 
the one who had become his friend, and he even invited me 
to evening parties like this. 

“You're wearing a dress this time. It looks nice on you. 
The knight’s formal attire also looks dignified and nice on 
you, but sometimes being able to impress someone with 
your feminine appearance will be your strength.” 

Margrave Moudon calmly commented on my dress. I’ve 
always appeared in official functions dressed in a knight’s 
uniform, even though it wasn’t a great number of times, but 
| could certainly feel the gazes of the nobles in the hall 
along with their chatter. 

“I’m glad you think so.” 

“It doesn’t give off a bad feeling. But | don’t suppose that 
scorn from you, but a sign of confidence.” 

His silver hair swayed a little as he smiled happily. | was 
relieved that he had read my intentions without 
misunderstanding. 

“It brings me peace and joy to know that my little friend 
has forgiven me, like a direct blessing from Misorua.” 

It was a line that set one’s teeth on edge, but he doesn’t 
have any wicked thoughts towards young girls. 

“Lately, my sons have been sulking even when | return to 
my fief. Well, | go back in a day, but when | don’t have time, 
| can’t really pay attention to them. | thought about taking 
them with me to the royal capital, but | want them to learn 
more about the industries of the fief before they enter the 
Academy, so | can’t make up my mind.” 

“I’m sure your sons must be lonely. However, your fief 
does business with a lot of places in this kingdom, and | can 
understand why you want would want them by your side as 
the next feudal lords.” 


His left his two sons, who were around my age, at his fief, 
which was nearly a month’s journey by carriage from the 
royal capital. The reason why he cared about me and was 
somewhat in a good mood was because was because he 
loved children. 

At first, | was wary and nervous of his gaze whenever he 
smiled at me because he was so handsome. Of course, his 
gaze was a heart-warming one towards a child, and the 
moment | realised this, | was extremely exhausted. 

“What happened to Earl Thelesia today?” 

“Well, he seems to be a little under the weather... He said 
he was tired.” 

It seemed that a two-day carriage ride immediately after 
finishing enormous amounts of paperwork in the fief ahead 
of schedule before going to the royal capital was too much 
for his old body to bear. 

| was aware that | was making him work too hard, but it 
seemed that there were still many tasks that only he could 
do. The time to make the decision to increase the staff has 
passed, and it was time to decide who to employ. It was also 
a problem that he didn’t seem to be aware that he was 
working too hard. 

Margrave Moudon turned to the table behind him and 
took two glasses of wine. He poured liquid which resembled 
white wine from separate bottles into the wine glasses. | 
accepted the offered glass and realised that my drink was 
apple juice. | looked up and the Margrave smiled at me 
elegantly. Among the mountains of invitations, | had 
received, this was the first time that a drink was deliberately 
prepared for a child for me 

He really is a commendable man. He treated me, Kaldia’s 
daughter, with kindness instead of prejudice just because | 
was the same age as his sons. 

The notoriety left by my father and his family are still 
strong. They were renegades and a disgrace to nobility. 
There isn’t much said about them public because of a 








decision made by the House of Lords, but there are surely 
nobles who sympathise with the northern nobles because of 
the Kaldia scandal. 

We raised out glasses to each other and took a sip. The 
freshness, but strong sweetness and slight sourness 
reminded me of the juice that the woman in my previous life 
drank a lot. | could only admit that we have similar taste 
buds even though it was annoying. 

Margrave Moudon pulled out chairs for Claudia and | and 
got a drink for Claudia as well from a nearby waiter. It was 
still early for supper, but there were refreshments on the 
table. It also served as a resting place for those who were 
dancing in the hall. It was rude to refuse a seat that had 
been offered by a Margrave personally. Claudia and | sat 
down facing the Margrave. 

“... Speaking of which, your attendant isn’t with you 
tonight. Are you two going to match your outfits?” 

The Margrave slid his gaze to Claudia for a moment and 
asked, perhaps remembering the few times we had met 
before. 

He’s asking about Kamil. The moment | thought that, the 
image of the blood-soaked Kamil passed behind my eyelids. 

| heard the sound of Claudia putting her glass on the 
table; it was quiet, but clear. The perfect smile on Margrave 
Moudon’s face instantly disappeared. 

“No. Hmm... he died in the battle at Jugfena.” 

My voice almost trembled, and when | suppressed that 
feeling, my words came out frankly. My lips shivered a little. 

“That’s...” 

He probably read my emotions accurately. The 
Margrave’s voice sounded painful and confused. 

“... ’m sorry to hear that. I’ve done something 
inexcusable and asked you something bad.” 

His words and tone were enough to convey that he felt 
sorry for me. Under his gaze, he probably saw his sons in 
me. 


| lifted the glass in my hand and took a sip. | got thirsty 
before | knew it and continued to swallow two and three 
more mouthfuls of the juice. 

Suddenly, the Margrave’s gaze was filled with sympathy. 

Would he continue to hurt for every child close to his 
sons’ ages in the future? If so, what a life full of sorrow he 
would lead. 

“| pray that his virtuous soul may have the kiss of 
Misorua.” 

“... Thank you very much.” 

The Margrave quietly lifted his glass. He kept his glass in 
the air for a while, praying for the peace of my attendant’s 
soul even though they had never exchanged words. 


| looked out the window without a word on the carriage 
ride home. 

In my hand was a box of assorted baked goods. Margrave 
Moudon had given this to me as a gift. 

“... Are ciphers and secret letters common in noble 
correspondence?” 

“Do you think they are?” 

“No... It’s nothing.” 

Claudia responded to the question | asked with a blank 
expression, then spoke again, thinking it was useless to ask 
the same question. 

There were several decorative papers wrapped around 
the box of baked goods, and the innermost paper had a 
message from Margrave Moudon. 

It was customary for the beautiful decorative paper to be 
used unfolded and sent back later as a letter or message 
card. It was something that | would have noticed sooner or 
later, and it was a blind spot to write something first 
because of the custom, so it made it hard to notice. 

The message was about the nobles who had recently 
passed through Margrave Moudon’s fief to the north. It 
appeared that the nuns, who aren’t supposed to stop at a 


place or return to it, repeatedly pass through his fief to the 
south and east. 

The eastern part of Forshbali region is the fief of a noble 
under the influence of Nordsterm. 

| exhaled at the disturbing information that was brought 
to me as soon as | arrived at the royal capital and returned 
my attention to the scenery passing outside the window. In 
the seat opposite to me, Claudia was in a good mood 
because of the delicious food she had eaten at the 
Margrave’s mansion, and she started humming. 


Chapter 3 


Part 1 


My schedule continued to be full, and it was around the 
middle of summer when | was finally able to take a day off. 
The peak of the social season, the Descension Festival, was 
just around the corner and the nobles will refrain from going 
out for a short time to prepare for the festival. This was a 
breather from the traditional society gatherings. 

Sadly, however, being an apprentice feudal lord has been 
ingrained into my bones over the past year, so | can’t seem 
to stop thinking about the fief, despite it being a long 
awaited day off. As | sank into the living room sofa and 
Slowly sipping my tea, | thought about education in the fief, 
that is, the connection between the fief and the 
church. 

The teachings of Ar Xia church in Arxia Kingdom was so 
influential that it affected everyone from commoners to 
livestock. It would not be an exaggeration to say that those 
teachings were the norms and morals within the kingdom. It 
was more than just a religion established by the kingdom, it 
was closely related to the law, the founding of the kingdom, 
the social structure and administration of the kingdom, the 
important ceremonies for commoners, as well as agriculture 
and livestock. 

| thought | was well aware of this since | began studying 
the law as a feudal lord, but | was reminded of its 
importance when | began to attend the temple’s Sacred 





Code readings and spoke with the bishop who had been 
invited to Kaldia. 

The churches in Kaldia had been demolished soon after 
my father took over as feudal lord, and the bishops had 
been driven out. Therefore, the people in the fief hadn’t 
even received the minimum education from the church for 
nearly thirty years. 

Education that indoctrinated the universal rules of 
society, or morality, was closely related to religion. The 
schools that noble children had to attend were originally 
monasteries, and there were many educational institutions 
whose origins were derived from religion in my previous life 
too. 

| suppose this was a bit of an odd characteristic, but the 
Ar Xia church had little funding and was mostly ran through 
the national budget. As such, most of the costs of running a 
church in the fief were paid for by the feudal lord. We were 
finally able to invite a priest to the fief, but it was far from 
enough to spread education throughout the fief. 

... The loss caused by my father isn’t going to be filled at 
all. It truly is disappointing. 

. Ah, hey, are you listening?” 

| looked up in surprise when my shoulder was grabbed 
and Radka was staring at me without me noticing. I’m not 
sure if | had been distracted by my many emotional 
thoughts, but | blinked and returned to the present. 

“... Are you unwell?” 

“No, | was just dazed from thinking.” 

| couldn’t help but laugh a little at the caring expression 
on the face of the child in front of me. Radka found this 
insulting and raised his eyebrows slightly. 

“Get a grip. What will happen to me if you get 
assassinated because you’re spacing out?” 

“There still hasn’t been an attempt on my life in the royal 
Capital.” 

“Hmph... will there be!?” 





| don’t intend on picking fights with everyone, but that 
kind of danger would naturally appear since the fief was 
being rebuilt and was now counted as part of the border 
defence line. After all, there are many who will take hostile 
actions towards me just because the national defence 
budget had been shuffled a little. 

Still, | looked at Radka again. 

“What is it?” 

“| was wondering if you would be troubled if | died. You 
were screaming about killing me a year ago.” 

“Y... you! There’s a limit to how mean one can be!” 

Radka let out a dumbfounded voice and was distracted. 
This straightforward way of expressing feelings was 
somewhat relieving. | also felt relief and anxiety from the 
fact that | couldn’t feel bloodthirst from him. 

“... Sorry, I’ve said too much even though | was joking.” 

“You did... Oh, yes. | wanted to tell you that you got a 
letter from the temple.” 

“A letter?” 

| took the envelope that Radka had given me and turned 
it around to find an unfamiliar sealing wax on it. There was 
an unfamiliar seal on top of the temple seal which | was 
used to seeing. The only person that the F on the seal 
reminded me of right now was Faris-dono. 

When | turned the envelope around, | could clearly see 
that it was addressed ‘To Eliza Kaldia-dono’ on the front. 
Apparently, this hadn’t been misdelivered to me. 

“Please get me a paper knife.” 

A letter arrived from a priestess who | wasn’t close to. | 
leaned my back against the chair while glaring at the letter 
in my hand, wondering what the hell Faris-dono wanted. 





| looked up at the magnificent white walls of the temple 
and tapped Radka’s back as he slumped his shoulders in 
exhaustion next to me. 


Sheen Temple, a pure white temple which stood 
right next to the royal palace, was more elegant and 
fastidious than the Great Temple of Misorua, which was 
located a little further away from the noble district. Although 
commoners also visited the Great Temple, the main visitors 
of this temple, which stood at the heart of the noble district, 
were nobles or royals. 

“Let’s go.” 

“... It hurts, though?” 

| ignored the glare that was coming from my side, and 
could hear Claudia, who was dressed as a maid and 
standing several steps behind me, chuckle lowly. 

| have been taking Claudia and Radka out with me lately, 
but Faris-dono asked them to come with me today, for some 
reason. 

“Why us three...?” 

| stepped into the dazzling, marble temple and muttered 
to myself. | didn’t even tell that priestess about Radka. | 
don’t know from where and since when she knew, but | can 
guess that she had probably found out from Earl Thelesia, 
since she was close with him. 

“It’s said that Priestess Faris-dono has the eyes of god.” 

Did | hear her mutter this because my ears are good? 
Claudia, who knew more about the royal capital than I, 
began to talk about the mysterious priestess. 

“Her mother is from the Merleart family, and | heard that 
she’s the daughter of a duke. Others say that she was Earl 
Thelesia’s former fiancée or wife.” 

“.. Hah?!” 

It was Surprising to hear that the name of the Merleart 
House, which was connected to the royal family, but Faris- 
dono’s age was even more unexpected. A lady from a Duke 
House, and also the former fiancée of Earl Thelesia? This 
meant that there should be only a 10 year difference 
between them. She’s over 70 years old even though she 
looks that young...? 





“Oh, that’s a curious background. She’s not the kind of 
person who would join a monastery, is she?” 

“Apparently, she distances herself from the world, so 
much so that people state that she has the eyes of god. She 
might really have divine powers and joined the church.” 

Apparently, | was the only one who had seen Priestess 
Faris in person, and Radka and Claudia weren’t shock by the 
age of the priestess who they were about to meet. 

Radka wouldn’t have met her before, but if Claudia hadn’t 
met her before either, then the priestess might actually not 
show herself to others much... Well, only a small percentage 
of monks and priests appear in high society, and most of the 
clergy were secluded in churches or temples. 

Even so, the eyes of god? 

| recalled the scales that the priestess had presented to 
me on my sixth birthday celebration. 

My everything was exposed then, even though no one 
should have known. The other two people who were there, 
Earl Thelesia and Kamil, probably didn’t know what the 
things on the scale meant. 

Kamil pretended not to know that | had laid the blame on 
his father even at the time of his death. 

As for the Earl, | also think that he might know 
everything. If | think about it carefully, there was no one 
else who could have prepared the parchment and other 
items that were placed on the scales but him. He hasn’t said 
anything about it so far, but he could probably have 
guessed at least some of what had happened back then 
from what had happened at the ceremony. 

The rest of the way to the temple, where we were 
instructed to come, was walked in silence. | strangely didn’t 
feel the same fear that | had last year about being 
vulnerable, even though | was nervous about what she was 
going to say to me. 





“You're early. | thought you might get a little lost.” 


A small sanctuary was located at the far end of the 
temple, which was usually not open to outsiders. The 
priestess Faris-dono, who was waiting there, welcomed us 
with a voice that was undistinguishable. 

The interior of the sanctuary was more complex than any 
other building that | had ever seen. The reason why we 
didn’t get lost was surprisingly because Claudia had led us 
here. 

“... We have someone with wild intuition.” 

| felt Claudia smile slightly behind me. It wasn’t a 
compliment. 

“That’s excellent. Well, sit down and relax. | invited you 
here today to listen to an old woman’s tale.” 

Faris smiled charmingly in an ambiguous way and pointed 
at the chairs. Claudia, who was playing the role of a maid, 
stepped forward and pulled out a chair, and | sat down. 

When Radka and Claudia sat down on the sofa at the end 
of the room, Faris finally stopped smiling eerily. 

Is she tired? When she looked expressionless, it 
didn’t feel strange to be told that she’s the same age as Earl 
Thelesia, and she looked old. 

No, if what Claudia had said earlier is true, then that’s her 
real age. 

“This is the third time I’ve met you?” 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

| agreed when she asked this in confirmation, and she 
stared into my eyes. What? | couldn’t help but shrink back. 
She’s being very creepy today. 

Faris squinted for a while and seemed to be looking at 
something; she looked as if she was searching deep within 
me as | remained silent. 

Then, she suddenly muttered. 

“... You're assimilating fast. | can barely see it. Did it 
speed up?” 

: Excuse me?” 








| didn’t understand what she was speaking about, so | 
asked her about it, but Faris pretended that she hadn’t 
muttered anything at all. She slowly leaned back, put a calm 
smile on her face like the one she had on when | had first 
met her, then looked straight at me. 

As she did so, the old age that | thought | could see 
earlier disappeared somewhere. In the blink of an eye, her 
impression changed into someone whose age and gender 
were unknown and was so otherworldly that it was 
irrational. 

“How is Sigmund? I’ve heard that he’s suddenly been 
rash lately.” 

Faris began to speak as if nothing had happened, flat 
sound leaked out from my throat. 

“He still seems to be unwell. | hope that he’ll get better 
soon.” 

“You can’t beat age, as long as you’re a human, that is. 
And, he’s still pushing himself too hard. He’s not going to 
get better.” 

Faris hummed at the back of her throat, causing her lips 
to curve cynically. | don’t know if this priestess is Earl 
Thelesia’s ex-wife or ex-fiancée, but it seemed like they 
were still tied together in an inseparable relationship. 

“Because work keeps piling up. I’d like him to make a full 
recovery and get back to work as soon as possible.” 

“Well, we’ll see how that goes... We’ve already lived until 
an age where it wouldn’t be strange for us to die at any 
time.” 

It was an earnest way of putting it. | exhaled air from my 
lungs when she said the word ‘we’. 

This priestess must be prepared to die. No matter how 
young she looked, she was aware of how old she is, and 
accepted the fact, along with death. 

“Are you tired?” 

“No. I’m just satisfied. Well, | am. As for that guy, he still 
seems to have too many things he’s worried about.” 


“I'll be troubled if he suddenly went to sleep for eternity 
all of a sudden with no regrets.” 

“I’m sure.” 

It wasn’t funny or heart-breaking, | think we were just 
having a serious conversation. We were talking about death, 
yet strangely, it didn’t feel gloomy, probably because of this 
priestess. 
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Part 2 


“... God will surely give my soul a restful sleep. I’m 
looking forward to it.” 

Faris looked straight into my eyes again. 

Those words seeped into my ears and then into my brain. 
It didn’t arise any emotion in me and settled in the centre of 
my mind. 

“What if... This is just hypothetical. Faris-dono, what if 
your soul came back into the world and didn’t rest...?” 

When | came to, | had already blurted out that question in 
a mutter. 

Faris blanked out and looked at me like an innocent child 
for a moment, then she relaxed and smiled. It was a smile of 
compassion, but also a smile of pity. It was a beautiful smile, 
like Saint Sheen’s, and | was surprised that she could smile 
like that. 

“Misorua doesn’t have the power to bring souls back to 
life. Therefore, that is neither fortunate nor unfortunate, nor 
is it fate, it’s just a coincidence. There is no other way but to 
carve out your life again with your own strength, pick and 
choose, and struggle through life. As long as you’re alive.” 

The old woman’s words were heavy, but it still went 
straight to my mind. 

... If this is true, then the memory of my previous life is 
not inevitable, but a coincidence. Thinking that, | felt a little 
less gloomy about those memories. 

Then with a nod, Faris’s saintly smile changed drastically. 

She was still smiling, but | was momentarily startled by 
the drastic change. | heard a faint groan from Radka, who 
had been standing silently behind me until now. 

“Now, let’s get down to business. | didn’t call you here 
today to deepen your faith or ask you about how Sigmund is 


doing.” 

“| thought not.” 

I’m sure neither of us are free. She invited me here 
because she had something important to tell me, so | 
responded in kind. 

“When people get together, there will be disagreements 
and factions will form, no matter the organisation. The 
larger the organisation, the more striking it becomes. It is 
said that a faction is created just when three people get 
together.” 

... IS she talking about the House of Lords? Ever since | 
woke up, I’ve been anxious by the disturbing news that 
arose from my disagreement with the northern nobles. Faris 
had started speaking in a tone that strangely resembled 
Earl Thelesia’s and spoke to me as if she was lecturing me, 
so | listened to her. 

“It’s the same with the temple.” 

However, what Faris had said was so shocking and far 
beyond my expectation that | was taken aback. 

“Before Arxia Kingdom was created, the King and his 
attendants married spouses from the temple and entrusted 
their children and relatives with the land and the citizens.” 

“... Really?” 

“Indeed, it’s true. The church has recorded the history of 
the kingdom since ancient times... Things that don’t appear 
in the kingdom’s history books also certainly appear in our 
history books. We have been protecting the closest thing to 
factual history, that no one can falsify.” 

Faris nodded calmly and | recalled the history that Lady 
Marechan taught me. It is said that nobility began with 
those who were recognised by the King and had assisted 
him. On second thought, that was a vague statement, and it 
wasn’t wrong even if those people were from the church. 

But it’s true that | found this hard to believe considering 
the current power of the church, which was supposed to 
have created the noble system. 


The church’s position is firm, and they are on the same 
boat as this kingdom. Considering all that, the power they 
can exert over this kingdom is really little. The only 
influence they have is in the ‘Sacred Code’, of which they 
are guardians, and they can’t have the power to influence 
the government of this kingdom, no matter how many key 
positions they hold. 

“Of course, that is fine. The code doesn’t forbid that. 
Order is alSo preserved. However...” 

Faris showed a frown for the first time. It was the first 
time I’d ever seen such a look on her face. 

“There are fools in the church right now. Fools who speak 
false allegiance to the God of Law; who want to disturb the 
order and lead the kingdom to ruin.” 

Faris declared and her voice sounded strongly of 
denounce, then in the next moment, her gaze shifted 
behind me. 

| looked back as well and saw that Radka had frozen in 
place. | knew from a glance that Faris was looking at Radka. 

“... Is there something wrong with my maid?” 

“No. But | was wondering if your attendant had any idea 
of whom I’m speaking of.” 

Radka flustered under Faris’s ghastly smile. 

“Faris-dono, my attendant was born and raised ina 
village at my fief. Even in the royal capital, | keep her by my 
side and don’t take my eyes off of her. It’s not possible for 
her to be involved in a plot to ruin the kingdom.” 

It wasn’t possible for me to accept her accusation, and | 
couldn’t ask Radka about it either. However, he turned even 
paler as soon as | covered for him. 

Does he really know what Faris is talking about? My 
hands became sweaty from panic, and my palms were slimy. 
No, you need to calm down. | quietly took a deep breath so 
that no one would notice. 

“Of course, Viscountess Kaldia. | also don’t believe that 
your attendant is involved in such a thing. But even if she 


isn’t, she knows what I’m talking about, doesn’t she?” 

Faris didn’t even take her gaze off Radka and replied ina 
calm voice which was opposite to my panic. Her question 
indicated that she was confident about this. No, is it more 
appropriate to say that she was asking for confirmation? 

“| have obtained a record of a nun who spread 
outrageous ideas throughout the kingdom, in a place called 
Cyril Village in Kaldia fief. It’s the fief where you were born 
and raised. Do you know anything about this? [JElize- 
donof].” 

| got goosebumps. How much does this priestess know? 

I’ve been careful to avoid letting information about which 
village [JJElizefjis from, from going around. Even if she has 
known Earl Thelesia for a long time, he would never tell 
Faris, a complete outside, about sensitive information. 

How does she know about this? 

Does having the eyes of god mean this? 

Radka was about to say something but choked. His frozen 
eyes flickered between Faris and | many times. 

Gulp, my throat rang. | clenched my fingertips and 
brought my body and head back to the front, straight 
towards Faris. 

. If you're talking about the fief where she was born 
and raised, then | was also born and raised there.” 

Faris looked back from Radka to me and seemed slightly 
Surprised. There was no smile on her face. | continued to 
speak in an untarnished tone. 

“Priestess Faris, you must already know that the nun, who 
holds dangerous ideology, carried out missionary work in 
Cyril Village. What other information could you possibly 
want from a child my age?” 

“... Hmm. You seem to have a lot of faith in your 
attendant, Viscountess Kaldia.” 

“Indeed. She’s a citizen of my fief. How can I, her feudal 
lord, not put my faith in her?” 





Faris blinked a few times, then lifted the edge of her 
mouth in a grin. She nodded, “I see,” and her overbearing, 
threatening attitude faded away as if she was relaxed. 

“What you say is right. But | would advise you not to keep 
her by your side.” 

... Advice, you say? | could feel suspicion and discomfort 
from the ways she said, and how she phrased it. Priestess 
Faris’s expression didn’t change even when | showed her a 
disgusted frown. 

“Don’t make yourself vulnerable. There are too many 
enemies down your path. If you can’t let go of them, then 
be stricter on them.” 

It sounded as if she was singing. And yet, | felt my 
stomach get a lot heavier. 

“... ll take your words to heart.” 

The voice | had squeezed out was low. There was nothing 
| could say in reply. Why is this priestess so good at swaying 
my emotions like this? 

“Don’t look so scary. You have to be more careful and 
cautious now.” 

Careful and cautious. Earl Thelesia and | compared notes 
and I’ve always been careful and cautious since before 
coming to the royal capital, but she’s saying | have to be 
even more so? 

“What do you mean by that?” 

The moment | asked this, the smile on Priestess Faris’s 
face disappeared as if it had been chipped off. 

“... The nuns who did missionary work in Cyril Village. 
They seem to be frequenting Nordsterm lately.” 

An unpleasant tension ran down my spine as soon as | 
heard that name. 

“This is a warning, Viscountess Kaldia. Pay more attention 
to your surroundings, more than ever before. Distance 
everything from you if necessary or put it away so deep that 
no one can reach it. Stand alone if you don’t want to 
suffer.” 





“Wait, | said wait...!” 

The moment | got off the carriage, | grabbed Radka’s 
wrist and strode quickly into the mansion. 

| didn’t even look at the servants who had quickly bowed 
and welcomed me home, and rushed for the innermost 
room. | told the maid, who was cleaning the room, to leave 
since | wanted to have a word to my attendant, and that no 
one should come near. 

Then, | approached Radka when we were alone. 

“Tell me everything you know about the nuns. Right now.” 

Nuns going in and out of Nordsterm. It was concluded 
that they are a dangerous faction of the church who are 
anti-nobles, which is consistent with the information given 
to me by Margrave Moudon. | wanted to know all the 
information that | could get, since | didn’t know the 
movements of the northern nobles. 

Behind that reasoning, fire-like emotions violently 
swirled within me. It was burning, yet terrifyingly old, and 
painfully froze the depths of my heart. 

“... | don’t know much.” 

Radka’s eyes shook in panic, probably because he could 
read my emotions. He was confused since he didn’t know 
why my emotions were riled up of course he would 
be. Even | can’t express in words what these emotions are. 

“You don’t know?” 

| gripped Radka’s wrist tighter. The rage | felt was spilling 
out slowly. 

“Hey, calm down a bit. They only stayed in the village for 
a short while, and it’s already been two years since then. 
You don’t have to get that worked up about it, do you?” 

Radka told me while taking a step away from me. The 
pain from his wrist caused him to frown a little. 

“And, they did indeed say that nobles are bad, but they 
didn’t do anything suspicious while staying in the village...” 








“Then tell me everything you remember. In a way that 
isn’t distorted by your personal views. This is an order from 
your feudal lord.” 

“... Hah?” 

Radka turned grim at once. 

“You talked to the nuns, didn’t you? What were they like? 
What did you talk about? What did you feel, what did you 
think?” 

| knew that my words were like icicles, and yet | let them 
escape from my lips. My clenched nails dug into the palm of 
my hand. 

“... What’s with you?” 

He muttered, and the wrist that | was gripping flicked 
away. 

“Elize.” 

“That’s not my name!” 

He yelled as if he had exploded and kicked the floor. “Get 
a grip,” | reached out to grab his collar, but he grabbed 
mine first with both hands and pulled me towards him. 

“You're the one who should get a grip! I’m not alive so 
that you can do whatever you want to me!” 

His reddish eyes looked irritated and full of anger. They 
were just as intense as when | had first met him, yet they 
were different from the cloudy eyes that | had seen back 
then. 

“You... | allowed you to live.” 

“So what?! | didn’t ask you to let me live! | wouldn’t 
Surrender my everything, even if it’s to the person who kept 
me alive!” 

My head boiled as soon as | heard those words. My hands 
moved faster than my thougNts. | brushed off the hand that 
was holding my collar and slapped his cheek. Radka stepped 
back and glared at me from behind his bangs. Blood oozed 
from the edge of his mouth as if my nails had scratched 
him. 

“Ah...” 


The moment | realised what | had done, the head quickly 
receded from my head and | grew pale. 

“... If you don’t like it then you can abandon me or kill 
me. [JRadka[jis already dead anyway. But even if []l[Jdied, | 
wouldn’t be yours.” 

Radka declared in a low and dangerous tone, then he 
Slipped past me and left the room. 

| let out the breath that | had been holding in for some 
time at the sound of the door loudly banging shut, and slid 
against the door. 

Then, | took another deep breath. What the fuck am | 
doing? ... | lost my temper. | don’t even know why | was so 
emotional. On top of that, | took it out on a child who was 
being pushed around for my own convenience. 

This isn’t good, | opened my clenched palm. | have to 
control my emotions. | have to learn how to control them. 

“... Eleanor-dono. Are you alright?” 

Knocks came from the other side of the door. 

“My name is Eliza, not Eleanor, Claudia-dono.” 

| uttered the usual words almost on reflex. But | couldn’t 
answer the question about whether | was alright or not, and 
my lips flapped open and closed. 

“Ah, I'm sorry, Eliza-dono. Uh, so... why don’t we have tea 
if you’re done with your business. I’m thirsty.” 

“Alright. Please wait in the living room. I'll go there after | 
take off my jacket.” 

When | implied that | wanted to be left alone for a little 
longer, there was another knock at the door as if she 
understood, then | heard her footsteps moving away. 

... When the sound was far enough away, | lightly 
bumped the back of my head against the door. Then | 
scolded myself for making her worry. 

Calm down. There was no longer anyone here to unclench 
my pale hand. 


Chapter 4 


Part 1 


| was suddenly awoken by the sounds of a horse’s 
footsteps running through the quiet noble district. 

The moon had already begun to set. | turned over in my 
sleep, wondering who the hell it was at this late hour of the 
night, and jumped out of bed when the footsteps stopped 
right in front of the mansion. 

| wrapped a light blanket around my shoulders and looked 
out the window. Dimly illuminated by the moonlight, | saw 
the shadow of a small rider jumping down from the horse. 
That horse is a Kaldia Army’s war horse. The war 
horses, who were selectively bred in Luctfeld, were different 
from the horses that were used normally, and can be easily 
recognised at a glance. 

Did something happen in the fief? 

| ran out of the room before | could even think about it. 

“Wait, Erge-dono. It’s not a good idea to go out like that.” 

Claudia grabbed me by the shoulders the moment | was 
about to run out of the room, and | jumped in surprise. She 
combed my hair, giggled then pushed me back into the 
room. 

“I’m a maid right now, so | can’t let my Master show 
herself like this to others. I’ll go greet the guest at the 
entrance, so get dressed in the meantime.” 

She said, and for some reason, she was dressed in a shirt 
and trousers that looked easy to move in like training 
clothes instead of her pyjamas. 





“.,. Claudia-dono, when did you wake up?” 

“| woke up a little before you, Eleia-dono. Ah, it’s my rule 
to not wear pyjamas since | need to move around as a 
knight.” 

It was a completely appalling rule for a daughter of a 
noble. | felt at my wits end even though | had just woken up, 
and silently did what she told me to do. Then, | went 
downstairs when | had changed. 

| was grateful that | didn’t show up in front of one of my 
citizens with my hair down. 

Paul, a soldier from the army, brought news on his fast 
horse that a band of thieves from a neighbouring kingdom 
had invaded the fief. 

The bandits had been hiding along the edge of the 
Monster Forest in Jugfena royal fief and had been travelling 
between the two countries through Junas fief. The armies of 
the two fiefs failed to capture the bandits due to the border. 
Although their current location is unknown, there was only 
one place where the bandits could be since they were 
Sandwiched between the armies of Jugfena and Junas, which 
was Kaldia. 

The army fief had already been scattered throughout the 
fief since Ergnard had sent news ahead of time, and the Sill 
Tribe had volunteered to go out to search for the bandits. | 
hope they get caught before they harm the citizens of the 
fief... 

| decided to return to the fief on the spot when | heard 
this news. | have to take command of the fief’s army. | will 
have to deal with the bandits if we catch them. 

After making the minimum preparations, | took Paul, 
Claudia and Radka and left the royal capital from the east, 
before the sunrise. 

| clicked my tongue in my mind since this was the worst 
timing imaginable. The Descending Festival, which was just 
around the corner, was hosted by the royal family, and was 


the largest social event of its kind. The loss from missing 
that evening would be quite a blow. 

If this hadn’t happened, then | didn’t want to leave the 
royal capital during this year’s social season at all if 
possible. | also don’t want to move Radka right away after 
receiving that kind of warning yesterday, and most 
importantly, Earl Thelesia wasn’t well. 

It was social season, which meant that it was a time when 
nobles from all over the kingdom gathered in the royal 
capital. Of course, many of the northern nobles, who are 
acting suspiciously, are also in the royal capital. If they 
spread minor rumours while the Earl and | are unable to 
move, then it could cause a heavy blow. The fact that we 
can’t respond straight away meant that we are ata 
disadvantage. 


It was already late in the evening when the horses passed 
the Golden Hill Mansion and stopped at the very centre of 
the fief, where the new feudal lord’s residence was about to 
be built. 

Only the foundations of the mansion had been built and it 
was located on a hill that was noticeably higher than the 
Surrounding area. To the east runs a river that flows from 
Amon Nohl. The river was Sela River and is the opposite 
counterpart of Lugta River, which marks the borderline of 
the western fief. Located upstream is Cyril Village, and on 
the other side of the river is a flat lake area. 

“You're here, Lord?” 

| heard the Artolas language from behind me the moment 
| jumped off my horse. | turned around and saw a man from 
the Sill Tribe, dressed in a tunic with a unique pattern woven 
on it, run up to me. 

“Yeah, | just got back. How’s the fief, Theo?” 

The young man, Theo Theomer, was elected by the 
Sill Tribe to communicate directly with me. He led a group of 
young warriors and it was inevitable for me to have to speak 





to him, so I’ve spoken to him the most out of everyone in 
the Sill Tribe. 

“Right now, we’re leading the search from the centre to 
the east of Sela River. But it’s only a matter of time before 
they cross the river. The fief soldiers are guarding the village 
and riverfront under Gunter-san’s orders.” 

“Il see... It’s easy to leave traces in the lake area. But if 
they still haven’t been found, then they’ve probably left the 
fief once. They might be straddling Juna’s fief border just 
like the time they gave the royal fief army soldiers the slip... 
If we can cooperate with the other fiefs’ armies...” 

Although | had said that, it was impossible. | scowled. The 
Lady, who is acting on behalf of Margrave Junas since he 
was away from his fief, was famous for her dislike of Kaldia. 

Latching onto my father’s misdeeds and the figure | 
inherited, Lady Kano makes no effort to hide the fact that 
she despises the Kaldia House as the[[Devil Clan{]. On the 
other hand, she even manifests her dislike onto the people 
of Kaldia, the biggest victims of my parents, so | guess she 
hates Kaldia fief itself. | don’t know the details, but it is said 
that the relationship between her father and my grandfather 
was like cats and dogs. 

| shook my head and changed my thinking. I’ll use a 
different method. Even if | do send a message, it’s better for 
me to think about what will happen if | get rejected, and 
make my move. 

“Theo, are there still any warriors from the Sill Tribe who 
can still move?” 

“... Yeah, | left half of them behind for the construction.” 

While saying that, his expression changed into a stern 
one. Of course it would, from what | had said. 

But | still said it. 

“We'll postpone the construction. Mobilise all those who 
can move.” 

Theomer didn’t agree. He stepped forward and grabbed 
my shoulders. He probably didn’t put that much strength 


into his grip, but my little shoulders creaked a bit. 








| bit down my pain. | didn’t allow myself to move even the 
Slightest muscle in my cheeks. | stared straight into 
Theomer’s glaring eyes. 

“| can’t agree with the fact that our living place is going 
to take slower to build than it already is. Or are the original 
citizens more important than us, the newcomers? Did you 
lie to us when you said that you would treat us the same 
way?” 

Theomer asked sharply in a low voice. He had a valid 
point, and | knew the reason why he was so angry. 

Theomer is one of the clan chiefs. In place of the chiefs 
who had been lost while fleeing from Densel, the other clans 
only had old men from the previous generations as their 
chiefs. He’s the youngest of the eight clan chiefs who 
moved to this fief, and the Sill Tribe expected a lot from 
them, regardless of how young or old they are. 

And in front of the chiefs, | had indeed declared that | 
would treat them as my own citizens, the same as the 
people who lived in this land to begin with. 

... Even so, the construction work has been significantly 
delayed beyond what was planned. The death of Kamil, the 
supervisor, the death of the farmers who were supposed to 
help, and the departure of the new supervisor, me. They 
were working with unfamiliar building materials, and a 
completely different environment and lifestyle than what 
the Sill Tribe was used to. 

| laid my small hand on top of Theomer’s on my shoulder. 

“My promise doesn’t change. Theomer Tealit. I’m also 
troubled that your place of residence hasn’t been finished... 
| didn’t go to the royal capital to play around. I’ve taken 
steps to ensure that there wouldn’t be any problems even if 
construction is halted.” 

Theomer slowly closed and opened one of his eyes. The 
flames of the touches that were burning around us danced 
and swayed in his stony grey eyes. 


“I’ve spoken to Lord Carlson, Known for his woodwork. In 
a month’s time, 60 men and a whole workshop will be 
coming here. They will make ships, piers and furniture that 
you've been having difficulty with. They’ll also be 
processing wood for building. | also asked them to provide 
me with a weaving machine and spinning wheel.” 

Yes, | wasn’t having fun in the royal capital. | don’t have 
the time or right to do so. 

“Please understand. It’s selfish of me to ask this since I’ve 
accepted you, but the citizens don’t like me very much. On 
top of that, | have to protect them, so for that reason, | will 
pull you guys into battle, since you are strong. I’m not 
taking away your way of life as a warrior simply because | 
respect it.” 

Theomer’s hands, which were on my shoulders, 
completely relaxed. He looked me in the eyes. His eyes 
weren't like Earl Thelesia’s, which could see right through 
me. His eyes looked as if they were trying to understand 
what | was thinking. 

“But I'll reward you for your work.” 

| can see my blood-red eyes along with the flames in his 
eyes. Like a testament to my sins, they were the exact same 
colour as my father’s. 

Theomer stood up, urged by Claudia who was watching 
the course of events from behind me. Then, he faced me 
and hung his head down. 

“... | was rude. I'll move all the warriors as instructed by 
the Lord. I'll take them west.” 

“Thank you for your help.” 

Theomer tilted his head when | said this and gave a faint 
smile, as if he wanted to say something. However, he turned 
around without saying a word and jumped on his horse. He 
joined up with the Sill Tribe warriors who were waiting for 
him on the other side and rode down the hill. 

| watched their backs for a while and heard the light 
sounds of a child’s foot tramping over the gravel in 


frustration. 


Part 2 


Several torches flickered in the dark of the night. Mixed in 
were a number of small monsters called phosphorescent 
moths flying around while pulling phosphorescent light with 
them. The movements of those lights were the only things 
that could be clearly seen from on top of the high hill. There 
seemed to be a lot of phosphorescent light coming from 
their tails. 

It has almost been an hour and a half since Theomer 
headed out to search for the bandits with his warriors. 

Borrowing one of the simple tents, | let Radka go to sleep 
first. | haven’t said a word to him since yesterday’s incident. 
| was also sleepy, but | wanted to stay up until | received the 
first report, so | was standing outside of the tent. 

Suddenly, | heard the heavy sounds of wings flapping 
from above me, and when | looked up, | saw Rashiok flying 
towards me with his wings outstretched. How did he know 
that | had returned? 

He landed right in front of me with a glide, and his huge 
draconis body was already bigger than that of the army 
horses. Although it was still too early for him to mature, his 
body had already finished growing. 

Rashiok slowly laid his elegant body down in front of me. 
He purred sweetly, perhaps because I’ve been away from 
Golden Hill Mansion a lot lately. 

“Thanks for coming to greet me, Rashiok. | didn’t plan on 
returning until late autumn.” 

| stroke the base of his ears as you would a dog. | gently 
glided my fingertips over his scales to keep them from 
flaking off. Rashiok squinted his eyes in content. 


“It seems that a group of bandits from Densel Dukedom 
have trespassed on the fief... The neighbouring kingdom 
doesn’t give us much of a break. It would be nice if they 
showed some consideration for Earl Thelesia’s age.” 

| said sarcastically and Rashiok snorted lightly in reply, as 
if he were human. 

Bandits. | let out a slow breath at the word that had 
popped up in my mind. They were a common presence in 
this world. However, Arxia is the only exception to that rule. 

Bandits aren’t people who only make a living from 
stealing. Normally, they are people who farm, but they 
attack strangers and neighbouring land out of hunger and 
poverty. 

Just like Gunter and the other soldiers, they leave their 
fiefs since they wouldn’t have money, food or clothes if they 
didn’t steal from others. 

The bandits who had trespassed into the fief this time 
have come from across the border. And in addition to that, 
they invaded Arxia, which is much safer than Densel. | don’t 
think they’re simply here to loot, nor do | think that they’re 
doing this on their own. 

Which meant they were after something else, but | don’t 
know what. Hopefully, we’ll be able to catch them. 

Should | take out the tools that I’ve stashed away 
at the back of the dungeon? | thought while following the 
flickering torch light that was below my eyes. 

A group of bandits from a neighbouring kingdom, whose 
relationship with us was deteriorating, have invaded my fief. 
They passed through Jugfena without causing any harm. 
Junas has refused to cooperate with me. As long as we 
capture them, it will be Earl Thelesia’s and my right to have 
them in custody and get information out of them. 

It would probably be me who would use those 
interrogation tools, which were mementos from my sick 
father, that | had stuffed into the innermost section of the 





dungeon to ensure that they would never be present to the 
people of my fief again. 

The memories of the year in which | was shown how to 
use them were still fresh in my mind. 

| know how to toy with a person’s life and mind. |ama 
daughter from the Kaldia House no matter how repulsive 
and unpleasant that is. 

| felt Rashiok’s ears twitch at my fingertips, and turned 
the road coming up from the bottom of the hill. Several 
horsemen were coming up the hill with Gunter leading 
them. 

“My Lord!” 

The fief soldiers, led by Gunter, stopped in front of me 
and dismounted their horses. Gunter laughed a little at 
Rashiok, who was next to me, but quickly changed his 
expression and said forcefully, “I have something to report.” 

“Good work, did you find something?” 

“The warriors from the Sill Tribe who went along the 
border line found hoofprints near Junas’s border. Loucks 
Village and Neza Village are there, and a member of the 
vigilance committee has reported that two girls who live 
outside of Neza have gone missing.” 

As | thought, it seemed that the bandits went back into 
Junas once more after they trespassed into Kaldia. Once 
they were able to cross the fief border, the soldiers couldn’t 
leave the fief and pursue them any further. The bandits 
were cunningly poking through the security holes. 

“Look for them. Have the sharpest tracker in the area 
follow the hoofprints closely... Oh yes, take Rashiok with 
you. He’ll be helpful. Claudia and | will head to Neza Village. 
Prioritise the safety of the two girls.” 

“Understood. I'll leave three guards with you.” 

He said, before jumping onto his horse, since he had 
heard what he needed to hear. The heavy sounds of the 
horses’ hooves moved away as they ran faster. Rashiok 


rubbed his head against my hand and almost soundlessly 
followed after the horses. 

| instructed the remaining three soldiers and Claudia, who 
was Standing next to me, then mounted my horse. We left 
the sleeping Radka behind without waking him up. | also 
instructed the remaining Sill Tribe warriors to gradually 
narrow the search area to the southwest side of the fief, and 
then turned the reins of my horse towards Neza Village. 
Nomadic tribesmen were excellent herders. Once 
they’ve surrounded something, they will never let it escape, 
and | also had no intentions of letting people, who had laid 
their hands on my citizens, escape that easily. 





| finally let my body rest for a bit in Neza Village. | still 
wanted to stay awake, but it was still impossible to force my 
young body to stay awake. | felt incredibly sleepy as the 
night went on. The moment | didn’t remember anything 
after | laid down in the room that | had borrowed from the 
village chief. In exchange, | also woke up early. My body 
woke up on its own when it was dawn. 

| went through my bag and changed my clothes. Then, | 
soaked a cloth in the pail that was brought in last night and 
wiped my face and neck. | also used a cheap cotton cloth to 
brush my teeth. When | finished getting ready and left the 
room, Claudia, who was sitting in front of the door, greeted 
me, “I hope you got some rest, Elysia-dono.” 

“It’s Eliza, Claudia-dono. Good morning. I’m fine, | don’t 
feel tired.” 

“That’s good, Eliza-dono.” 

Claudia had spent the entire night guarding me, and her 
voice sounded a little unambitious. She hasn’t been able to 
get a decent amount of rest since we left the royal capital, 
since she was acting as my bodyguard. 

l’ll have her rest as soon as this commotion subsides. 
It’s too much to have her guard me alone in the first 





place. It’s fine when | stay in the mansion, but it’s tough on 
her when we move around a lot like now. 

| went downstairs to find that the village chief’s wife was 
preparing breakfast. She let out a small shriek when she 
Saw me and tried to prostrate herself on the ground. 

“Stop.” 

| quickly stopped her before | saw something distressing. | 
didn’t want to see a woman, thirty years my senior, 
prostrate to me if possible. | had her stand up and thanked 
her for the lodging and meal, but she was shivering pitifully 
the whole time. 

| ate the breakfast that had been especially prepared for 
me in the dining room/kitchen after the wife left to escape. 
There was no poison or foreign matter in the food, it was 
just ordinary black bread, egg soup and sausages... 
Sausages are preserved food, and are considered a luxury 
item in Kaldia since the farming industry hasn’t recovered 
yet. 

They were being considerate no, were they just 
worried that | would do something to them if they weren’t 
hospitable towards me? That bitter thought spread around 
my throat. At any rate, good will must be returned with good 
will and sincerity. 

“You're quite 

“Excuse me?” 

“Nothing, Ena-dono... | mean, even from what | can see, 
you're very devoted to your people, Eliza-dono.” 

“Ah,” | replied to Claudia, who had unusually noticed that 
she had mispronounced my name in the middle of her 
sentence. She expected me to be more impatient and 
resentful. 

Of course, | was aware that it wasn’t odd if | were. | was 
aware of this and was endlessly repeating, “Stay calm,” in 
my head. Only two nights have passed since | thought that | 
had to control my emotions. 








calm.” 


“It'll be a weakness,” Priestess Faris’s advice stabbed at 
the back of my chest. “Distance everything from you if 
necessary, or put it away so deep that no one can reach it,” 
those words weighed heavily on my mind. 

“.,. It’s not good to show the citizens or soldiers that I’m 
upset, right?” 

Claudia blinked once at my answer, then suddenly smiled 
sadly at me. 


Paul and three other soldiers, who had been my guards 
since last night, were waiting for me when | left the village 
chief’s house. 

“Good morning, My Lord.” 

“Morning. Do you have anything to report?” 

“Apparently, Rashiok found some traces. They’re tracing 
those now.” 

Paul answered clearly. Although he was a squire who had 
just joined the army last year, | felt that he had grown a lot 
as a soldier after returning from Jugfena Fortress. 

Speaking of growth, Rashiok had grown bigger than a 
horse now, and |, who was still small, was no longer able to 
straddle him comfortably. That wise draconis was aware of 
that and was trying to use its other abilities to help me. 

... Bringing my attention back to the report. “And then?” | 
urged him to continue. He hesitated for a bit before 
speaking again. 

“And... We found a bunch of hair that is thought to belong 
to the missing girls along the way.” 

A bunch of hair had fallen onto the road in plain sight? | 
felt extremely uncomfortable at the circumstances the girls 
could be in because of this. The fact that the girls’ hair was 
found on the road where the bandits had left their traces 
meant that the missing people were kidnapped by the 
bandits. 


| felt as if it had turned red in front of me. | felt anger rise 
up in me as last night’s suspicions are confirmed. | don’t 
know any other way to describe the emotion, which was 
neither irritation nor resentment, that burnt inside my body, 
except anger. 

“... My Lord?” 

Paul called out my name in a confused and frightened 
tone. 

“What?” 

| held my head, almost wobbling with anger and replied, 
then Paul mumbled, “Nothing, hmm...” 

Did | look that tense? Although, | don’t think the 
expression of a mere seven-year-old child is going to be that 
intense. | rubbed the corner of my eyes and Paul looked 
relieved. 

“Alright, thanks for the report. Tell them to rush and 
continue tracking the bandits.” 

“Yes!” 

Paul replied cheerfully, then | watched as he rode off 
before turning to Claudia. 

| took out a bundle of memos and thin charcoal wrapped 
in cloth, out from a pouch that was hanging on my belt, and 
wrote some simple instructions down. 

“Claudia-dono, you are temporarily relieved of your guard 
duties. | would like you to take Elize, who is staying at the 
Sela River mansion, and send her to Lady Marechan at the 
Golden Hill Mansion. Also, | need you to prepare something 
for me while you're at it.” 

| didn’t want to leave Radka alone for any longer. 
Honestly, | wanted to keep him where | could see him, but it 
was tense when we were around each other. It wasn’t good 
to have the seeds of a tantrum by my side in this situation, 
since | didn’t Know when he would explode. 

... Besides, considering the items that | asked Claudia to 
prepare, | don’t think it would end with just that. 


| tore out the note that | had just finished writing and 
handed it to Claudia. She read the note and frowned. The 
note only said that | wanted her and the soldiers to take out 
the whips from the back of the dungeon and have them 
ready for use. 

“You want the soldiers to see them? Are you sure?” 

“It’s necessary since I'll do the same thing in the future if 
| need to interrogate someone again.” 

“You'll have to think about how you use them, so that 
they won’t think you are your father.” 

“| know.” 

“Then, alright. As for Elize-dono, well, | suppose it might 
be a good idea to keep a little distance for a while.” 

Claudia gave a small nod and gave the three remaining 
soldiers straightforward instructions. Then she turned 
around to the stables. 

My vision was still simmering red and yet my head was 
strangely cold as ice. | even felt as if | was in the ice, holding 
boiling water. 

| pushed those feelings sharply and deeply into the 
depths of my stomach while thinking of the moment when it 
would hit me and the pain | would cause to those people. 


Chapter 5 


Part 1 


All | could say to the soldiers who carried the two frantic 
women, who had yet turned twenty and were crying was 
this. 

“Good work. Sorry, but get out of the room right now.” 

| knew that my voice was really low. The soldiers ran out 
of the room as if to escape, without even a salute. 

| certainly didn’t issue any detailed instructions about 
handling the girls, but even if that’s true, they didn’t need to 
treat the girls like this. What’s the point of letting a man 
with a similar build to the bandits carry women who looked 
as if they were captured and tortured by the bandits? It 
would only make them more fearful. 

| praised my past self for gathering the young women of 
the village ahead of time. | left the women with a tub of hot 
water and a clean cloth and left the two girls to them. 

“Wipe them down. Let’s eat when you're done. It’s a 
simple meal, but | made sure that there’s enough for 
everyone.” 

“Yes, My Lord.” 

One of the strong-willed village girls looked at me and 
responded. The other girls either nodded fearfully or 
blatantly averted their gazes from me. 

It was just before noon when we found traces of the 
bandits around the lumberjack’s hut, which was located to 
the far north of Neza Village. The soldiers spent a long time 
in pursuit, and | received word that they had found the 


bandits two hours ago. From there, the fief army managed 
to rescue the girls, and although days were long during the 
summer, it was already dinner time. 

The meals were mostly prepared by the village chef’s 
wife, but | had bread and fruit from the Golden Hill Mansion 
since | didn’t know what the abducted girls could eat. 
Claudia and three soldiers who had accompanied her 
brought the food here, and | thanked them by giving them 
some fruits. 

“Hmm... fruits...” 

“l didn’t... have any meat dishes prepared. I'll have them 
prepare some for you after the bandits’ case is completely 
resolved.” 

| pacified Claudia, who looked like she was going to 
shrug, and instructed the women in the vicinity to prepare 
the meal before turning my gaze back to the two sobbing 
girls. 

The two women were so young that they could still be 
called girls, and both of them looked terribly tragic. | could 
imagine what had happened to them after the army had 
found their hair, but both girls had their hair mangled. It was 
obvious at a glance that they had been hit since there were 
bruises all over their bodies, and they had cuts and teeth 
marks on their hands and legs. The clothes they were 
wearing were tattered. The clothes covering their chest and 
their skirt had been torn off. 

The pain they had suffered had become more evident as 
the women in the village had wiped their bodies clean. 

I’m glad that the clothes of Kaldia are loose since their 
bodies are covered in wounds. If they wore a corset or 
wrapped their arms and legs with cloth tightened with 
String, then it would be painful for them just to wear clothes. 
| stopped the women from trying to wrap sashes around the 
girls since they were in the presence of the feudal lord and 
Shared the food that had been brought with the girls. 

“Please eat. Your body will warm up if you eat.” 


After cleaning themselves and eating until they were 
satisfied, the two victimised girls finally seemed to have 
calmed down since they knew that they were surrounded by 
women they knew. Their eyes, which were now shaking in 
anxiety, were no longer focused on their surroundings, but 
on Claudia and me, the strangers, and their bodies had 
stopped trembling. 

| felt a little gloomy about what | was about to do. | had to 
ask the girls about why the bandits had taken them. | was 
obliged to do this even though | knew that this would drag 
out their fears after they’ve finally regained their 
composure. 

“... Have you calmed down a bit?” 

We stayed in the same room even though there was 
nothing | could do for them so that they could get used to 
my presence. | hated myself a little for doing this too. 
Despite those feelings, | took out my bundle of notes and 
charcoal. 

The two girls nodded, nervously. All the women, including 
the two girls, had an expression on their faces that said that 
the conversation was finally beginning. However, the 
mothers next to the girls, looked at me in a somewhat 
reproachful way. | ignored them as if tearing them out of my 
consciousness and began talking. 

“| want you to tell me everything you can remember 
about what the people who assaulted you were doing and 
saying.” 

| didn’t ask if this was alright since this was information | 
had to hear at all costs. 

The two girls turned pale in an instant. They were 
probably trying to dig up those hellish memories as they 
held back their tears. 

At that moment, the charcoal in my hand crumbled. It 
seemed as if | had unconsciously tightened my grip on the 
charcoal. | told myself to calm down as | wrapped cloth 
around a new piece of charcoal. 


The village women stared at me with their eyes wide 
open. 


The bandits numbered around twenty. All of them were 
moving around on beasts. 

According to the girls, there were two middle-aged men 
who seemed to be the leaders, and they often disputed with 
the group members over which paths to take. There also 
seemed to be many others who were filled with resentment 
over the amount of food and the fact that they didn’t raid 
villages. 

The bandits had tried to get the girls to lead them to 
Lecheneaut Village, which was located to the northwest of 
Neza Village. However, there were no roads leading to 
Lecheneaut from Neza. Thus the girls have never visited 
Lecheneaut and were used as playthings for the bandits. 
This is too suspicious. It seems that the bandits are 
moving around in a conspicuous way. They dared to stay in 
one place, approach a village and kidnap girls while holding 
onto their retreat route so that they wouldn’t be caught. 
They had been moving straight towards the centre of Arxia 
Kingdom until they entered Kaldia and had slowed down 
here and there. They might have slowed down because they 
couldn't find a route to pass the vigilance of the fief, or 
because they needed to plunder a village for food. But | 
have a feeling those aren’t the reasons why they slowed 
down. 

It was clear that they weren’t an ordinary bandit group 
from the way they broke through the border and cleverly 
used the fief lines to fend off their pursuers, and their 
intentions were too... 

“It’s a diversion.” 

Claudia, who had begun mapping the movements of the 
bandit group on a map of the Jugfena region, grumbled 
while nodding to herself. 

“Diversion...” 





She turned towards me when she said those words. 

“Ah, it’s a tactic where a group with excellent mobility 
attracts the enemy army and takes their attention away 
from another group who are moving in a different direction. 
In short, it’s a decoy. The movements of a decoy team and 
the movements of the bandits are similar.” 

“... see. So, this is war then?” 

A diversion group has invaded from the neighbouring 
kingdom. This meant that there was someone working 
behind the scenes. | knew that the bandits had come here 
for a reason, but | was uneasy since | didn’t Know what that 
reason was. However, if it turned out to be a decoy, then 
this might be a clue to the enemy’s plan. 

“... War? Yes. Then, let’s think about the reason behind 
this war!” 

“What does the enemy want from this tactic?” 

“Do you know?” 

| closed my eyes and my mind wandered through the 
information | had. 

... There are some people sneaking around within the 
kingdom as well. There are two groups of people going in 
and out of the north; a faction of the church who are 
dissatisfied with the current noble system, and northern 
nobles who object to the decisions made by the kingdom. 
The power to overturn this kingdom doesn’t exist with the 
Church, who don’t have power, nor with Nordsterm, who 
only have funds, but what about Rindarl? 

“We don’t have enough information to tell what the 
enemy wants.” 

“| see...” 

| only have information from within the kingdom. If my 
predictions are correct, then those within the kingdom will 
move in response to those outside of the kingdom. | don’t 
know how much their interests align, but the leaders’ 
objectives are far out of my reach. 





“Let’s catch the diversion group first. If we leave them 
alone then they will do something showy to get our 
attention. We might be able to get the information that 
we’re missing from them through interrogation if we capture 
them.” 

“| don’t know if they’ll give up information if we 
interrogate them... But the fact of the matter is that they’ve 
escaped from us quite successfully so far. How do we catch 
them?” 

“They'll attack a village sooner or later. That’s when we'll 
strike. We'll set a trap for them, so they won’t be able to get 
away.” 

Neither man nor beast can move without food. | can read 
their movements if | can tell it’s a diversion... Even if | can’t, 
Claudia can with her natural talent for all things related to 
warfare. 

“Which village will they target, Claudia-dono?” 

Her expression quickly changed when | asked her this 
question. Her girly innocence disappeared, and her eyes 
looked deeply thoughtful, which was usually unimaginable 
on her. 

“... They know the territory. But they probably don’t know 
everything. Their tracks show that they had to detour a few 
times since they couldn’t pass through the road. The fact 
that they kidnapped these girls to lead them to Lecheneaut 
is proof of that.” 

“They probably only know about the fief lines, the general 
locations of the villages and the names of the villages.” 

“| don’t think they know everything about the villages 
either... So, they’ll either be in Lecheneaut or Milda.” 

Claudia named the two villages that were located to the 
northwest of Neza. 

“They probably know that we are closing in on the south, 
so they won’t go there. There are only hills to the east of 
Milda, so the view is great. | can’t narrow down where they 
will go since there probably isn’t one leader... It also 


depends on if the enemy knows about these locations, but 
they will go to Milda Village if they want to be cautious. If 
morale is their priority, then they will go to Lecheneaut. 
There’s a high chance that they’ll go to Lecheneaut.” 

| nodded and rolled up the map. 

“Then, let’s go. I'll leave the search and pursuit to the Sill 
Tribe and form a team to trap them with Gunter and the 
soldiers who are used to setting up the settlement.” 

“Certainly, Elju-dono.” 

“... My name is Eliza, Claudia-dono.” 

“Ah, sorry, Eliza-dono.” 

It was only for a brief moment that | thought that her 
abilities to read the enemy’s movements were reliable 
before she said my name wrong again and | slumped over. 


000000) 


Lecheneaut Village was sealed off first and bandits were 
led towards Milda Village. There was no time to make 
preparations to catch the bandits in Lecheneaut, Neza’s 
neighbouring village. 

| left driving the bandits to Milda to the Sill Tribe warriors 
who were led by Theomer and Rashiok, and after dividing 
the Sill Tribe and fief army among Lecheneaut, Neza and 
Karon, Claudia and I, along with a small number of selected 
soldiers, moved to Milda Village. 

... We must capture them here. The enemy is also 
running out of leeway. If they recognise that they have been 
cornered any further, then they will probably divide up to 
scatter their pursuers. They might start looting villages to 
cause chaos. 

The people of Milda Village were as distrustful and wary 
of me as they had been when | came here for my birthday 
celebration. Of course, their attitude towards me wouldn’t 
change since | hadn’t made any contact with them at all 
since ordering for the formation of the vigilante group last 


summer. | let the soldiers rest before having them prepare 
the trap while feeling the piercing gazes of the villagers. 

There was an irrigation channel across Milda Village. 
Luckily, it had remained largely undestroyed, even during 
my father’s misrule, and was quickly repaired by Earl 
Thelesia. | knew of its existence, but this was the first time | 
had actually seen it in person. | didn’t get to see the 
irrigation channel last year, during my birthday celebration, 
since we had only passed through the centre of the village. 

The source of the water came from underground water 
that was flowing out from Amon Nohl to the north, and the 
water was pure enough to drink since it was purified several 
times while it was flowing down. | was so impressed that | 
drank the water straight away. Then, | gave water to the 
horse | was riding. | wiped off my sweat and fed the horse. 

Right next to the village, | saw the soldiers had finished 
their short break and started digging trenches that would 
serve as the trap. The trap was set up well, as | had 
expected, thanks to the large number of tents that had been 
gathered from the surrounding fiefs for the new citizens that 
| had accepted, and to the soldiers who were selected from 
those who had sent up the encampment. 
| could even see that some of the villagers had 
Surrounded us at a distance and were casually holding farm 
tools in their hand. Their hateful and hostile gazes mixed in 
with the heat waves of the hot summer air. 

When my father was the feudal lord, his main pawns, the 
soldiers of the fief army, had been the object of hatred and 
fear to the people of this fief. Those soldiers were the first 
thing that Earl Thelesia and | disposed of. There wasn’t a 
single soldier from those days left in the current fief army. 

Regardless, the villagers of Milda Village stared at the 
soldiers with gloom. 

... The gazes they directed towards me were equally as 
gloomy. 





Part 2 


Before | knew it, | had dropped my clenched fists into the 
running water of the channel. A boy soldier, who was 
standing nearby, came to my side, perhaps because he had 
heard the sound of the splashing water. It was Paul, who had 
served as a messenger in Jugfena. He had gone from a 
squire to an official soldier after returning from Jugfena 
Fortress, and although he had never stepped foot in the 
developing land, Claudia valued his nimbleness, and had 
him come along in case we needed a messenger. 

He dropped his gaze curiously onto the irrigation channel 
and asked in a friendly tone, “My Lord, what are you doing?” 
His wavy golden hair swayed lightly in the wind. It reminded 
me of spring fluff and made me feel a little better. 

“I’m cooling my hands in the water. My hands got sweaty 
in the gloves, and it feels gross...” 

My hands, which were wet from sweat and burnt, 
gradually lost their heat in the flowing water that remained 
cold even in the summer heat. At the same time, it seemed 
to have cooled the heavy and murky feelings of guilt that | 
had towards the villagers. 

Paul copied me and dipped his hand into the water. “Ah, 
it’s really cold,” he muttered, then smiled happily. 

“It makes you want to bath in cold water, doesn’t it?” 

“It would be nice in this heat, but | don’t think it would be 
possible in an irrigation channel. I’ve asked the villagers to 
prepare a tub for you to wipe your body with, so you'll have 
to be satisfied with that.” 

“Alright. I’ve been thinking about this for a while, 
but you don’t seem like you’re younger than me, My Lord. 
You act like you’re older.” 

Unsure about how to answer the boy who had said this in 
admiration, | dropped my gaze to the water. Paul giggled 
next to me. The boy’s laughter was terribly out of place in 





this tense village, but | felt strangely relieved as | listened to 
him. It was as if he was sprinkling peace around us. 

“,.10 the villagers, you have a scary expression on your 
face, My Lord.” 

“nh” 

Paul gave a small nod towards the villagers who were 
Surrounding us as if it was nothing. | couldn’t do anything 
but nod my head and smile wryly. 

“| used to live in this village. But my home is in Claria 
Village now.” 

“Oh, Is that so? Just to let you know, | won’t give you the 
time to get reacquainted with people.” 

| reminded him while being confused at his abrupt 
confession, and Paul blurted out, “Hey, what’s with that 
reaction?” 

“Ahaha, of course | Know that. That wasn’t what | meant... 
Don’t you want me to convince the villagers? I’m sure the 
villagers remember me.” 

| blinked when he told me this. Convince. | hadn’t thought 
about that. 

“| thought that My Lord was scary before | joined the 
army. The villagers are also afraid of My Lord. You don’t 
smile at all, so it was the same even after | joined the army.” 

“| don’t think you’ll look scary if you just smiled a little,” 
he muttered in the end, but my ears picked this up. 

“But | didn’t think you were scary when | saw you trying 
to help the Sill Tribe. When | talk to you now, it’s kind of a 
let-down, since our conversations are surprisingly normal. 
My parents didn’t suffer during the reign of the previous 
feudal lord, so | might be the only person who feels this 
way... But | think it’s a bit of a shame for them to be afraid 
of you without knowing how you are. It’s tiring for both 
sides.” 

Paul began to speak without context, which was egoistic 
and extremely meddlesome. Even so, my heart remained 
calm and | just listened to him without interrupting. 


Convince... Would it be better to persuade the villagers 
that the fief army were no longer the feudal lord’s pawns? 

The army soldiers would rather have my head chopped 
off in a heartbeat if | lost my way. To Earl Thelesia and |, the 
soldiers were one of the guidelines that reflected the will of 
the people, and they were like internal audits to me. It 
wasn’t desirable at all to leave them in a situation where 
they are viewed as ‘pawns of the feudal lord’ since that 
would only increase the citizens’ anxiety. 

The cool breeze blowing down from the mountains 
intercepted the summer heat and sent it flying. Paul and | 
remained silent and listened to the sound of the wind and 
the running water for a short while. 

Even if | let him convince them, the current ‘fief army’ 
doesn’t have any persuasive power over any village. | felt 
bad for Paul, who was waiting for my answer, but | don’t 
think his words would lower the villager’s suspicion and 
caution. 

About half an hour later, the village suddenly got noisy. 

“Eliza-dono, it’s an emergency.” 

Claudia softly whispered to me. She didn’t get my name 
wrong for once and had the most serious look in her eyes 
that | have ever seen. | left him alone and wondered what | 
Should do. 

Paul looked up at Claudia anxiously. 

“What's going on?” 

“A monster has been found in the woods near the village. 
| heard that it is unusually similar to a large Lisol. | also 
found traces of monsters while surveying the area, so | 
would like you to check it out.” 

Claudia picked me up and put me on her horse as she 
gave her report. Then, she jumped up behind me and called 
out to Paul as she pulled the reins. 

“Can you go ask the villagers for more information? | 
believe the person who found the monster is still resting in 
the hall.” 


“Yes.” 

Paul nodded, and | gave him another order while 
watching his back as he was about to run off as fast as he 
could. 

“Paul, talk to the vigilante corps and Gunter while you’re 
at it. Tell them to gather at the village chief’s house.” 

“Yes, My Lord.” 

This time, Claudia pulled the reins as | watched Paul run 
off. 


0000000 


Claudia and | sat down on chairs that had been prepared 
for us in a large room at the village chief’s house. Those 
who had gathered before us also sat down in their 
respective seats in silence, while various emotions ran 
across their faces. There were a lot of people in the room, 
but it didn’t feel stuffy since there was a half opened 
window on the ceiling. Claudia took the cup that had been 
given to her and gulped it down. 

The chairs were arranged in a circle. Gunter sat on the 
other side of Claudia, and next to him sat a soldier named 
Asyl, who looked nervous. 

On the other side of Claudia sat a dirty man and woman, 
who were looking around nervously. They were the 
coordinators of the vigilante corps in Cyril Village. There 
weren’t enough men in this fief, so women also joined the 
vigilante corps. The village chief sat at the back, and he was 
looking at me in fright. 

The last person, who was sitting furthest away from me, 
was Paul, and he was looking around, puzzled. 

“Paul, report on the monster that the villagers say they 
Saw.” 

“Y-yes!” 

Paul wasn’t used to being present for such an occasion 
and replied in a shrill voice. He shrieked a little when Gunter 


looked at him sharply. Then, he gulped a few times before 
speaking in a calm voice. 

“According to the villagers, the person, who went to get 
firewood, found a monster they had never seen before in 
the woods to the north. They said it looked like a large Lisol. 
It seemed to be preying on the wild sheep in the forest, so if 
it is left alone, then the village might get damaged.” 

“Did you ask what kind of monster it was?” 

“Yes. Unlike Lisols, it was apparently covered in rocks and 
icy crystals instead of scales.” 

| see, Claudia and | looked at each other and nodded. 

We could narrow down the monsters that fit the bill by 
combining the traces that Claudia had found with the 
information from the witness. 

“It’s almost certainly a Radcisilka. It’s a monster that 
mainly lives at the foot of Amon Nohl and possesses magic 
that freezes anything that touches its claws. I’ve seen the 
traces that Claudia found and there are claw marks that 
look like they belong to a radcisilka in the eastern outskirts 
of the northern forest.” 

Radcisilkas avoided sunlight and moved in shady places 
like caves and forests during the day, probably because of 
its nature of living in Amon Nohl, which was covered in 
clouds all year long. According to the vigilante corps, the 
northern forest had more trees to the west, so it is thought 
that the radcisilka had moved westward to avoid the 
sunlight. 

“It freezes anything that touches its claws. Hey... Sorry, 
we’ll be able to preserve meat in summer if we catch that, 
right?” 

Gunter commented lightly, but unfortunately, that won’t 
go well. 

“No. The claws of radcisilka contain a liquid that is 
poisonous to humans, and the frozen food will be 
contaminated by that poison. We must take care of it before 
it enters the village.” 


When | answered, everyone paled. It’s not every day that 
you come across a life-threatening monster. They must have 
realised that this threat was very close to the village. 


After actually seeing the monster in the forest, it was 
determined that it was indeed a Radcisilka, and the vigilante 
corps surrounded the forest with torches. Radcisilkas were 
sensitive to heat and didn’t like fire. One couldn’t help but 
wonder why a monster like that would come down from the 
snowy mountains in summer. 

... Speaking of which, | looked up at the sky. The sun was 
completely sinking behind Amon Nohl while we were 
preparing. There were a number of phosphorescent moths 
dancing in under the night sky, making sparks. It seems like 
there are a lot more phosphorescent moths this year. 

“Abnormal behaviour can be seen from the monsters, 
huh?” 

| naturally frowned as | muttered this. | recalled the 
documents that Earl Thelesia had sent me after | woke up 
from my coma. They were documents about the Jugfena 
Fortress’s defensive war. 

The refugees from old Artolas which had been killed 
inside the fortress; their corpses were said to have been 
torn apart by fangs and claws of large beasts. 

“My lord, we’re ready.” 

| was thinking about the monster when Gunter called out 
to me and my attention returned to the forest in front of me. 

“Good work. Claudia-dono and | will wait outside of the 
forest... Listen, don’t forget to heat your weapons with the 
wooden braziers when you attack.” 

Three soldiers were given buckets filled with red charcoal 
and five soldiers were given weapons. That was the number 
of soldiers that I’d managed to pull away from the group 
that was preparing traps for the bandits. It was an 
undependable number of soldiers for exterminating a 


monster, but | could only leave it to Gunter and hope that 
they stay safe. 

“I’m going to give you this order just in case but prioritise 
your lives over anything else. You dying will cause more 
damage than failing to get rid of the monster. Is that clear? 
... Alright, go.” 

“Aye!” 

They replied in unison, and the soldiers, led by Gunter 
with a spear in his hand, headed into the forest. The trees 
gradually hid them, and | soon lost sight of them altogether. 

“| hope this ends peacefully...” 

Paul muttered softly as he stood behind me. He was 
peering anxiously at the villagers, who were surrounding the 
forest with their torches, instead of the forest. 

“Those who live in the martial world believe in their 
comrades, act with confidence and wait without panicking.” 
Claudia chided him in a much calmer voice than usual, 
and Paul quickly straightened up and turned towards the 

forest. 

A tension-filled silence spread all around us. 

Then the soldiers’ roar echoed from within the 
forest. 

Everyone stared at the forest with intense concentration. 
The tension from inside the forest could be conveyed by 
sound alone. Someone gulped and cleared their throat. 

Gunter’s angry roars mixed in with the soldiers’ screams. 
That was how | could tell that they were having a tough 
time. | clutched my sleeves tightly. 

“... Hey, isn’t it kind of cold?” 

Who was the first person to say that? 

Like cold air that emitted from ice, the cool air 
unpleasantly caressed the parts of my body which weren’t 
covered by thin and short sleeves. 

Just then, a strange sound came from the forest. 

It sounded like a snap. The sounds overlapped each other 
and became audible, and the soldiers in the forest began to 





raise their voices in confusion and surprise. After the 
screams, there was the sound of something hard crashing 
together. 

Something strange was happening. The outside of the 
forest was completely silent. Everyone, including me, was 
staring at what was going on in the forest. 

“Ah, look at that! The forest is freezing over!” 

One of the villagers shouted in a panic. Everyone started 
making a commotion. 

When | looked in the direction that the villager was 
pointing, | saw that the trees were indeed frozen white. 
Furthermore, the white area was slowly expanding; more 
area was being frozen. 

“Its magic is enough to freeze the forest...?” 

This was the origin of the chill from earlier. | felt uneasy 
about whether Gunter and the others in the forest are safe. 
The area around Radcisilkas should be completely frozen. 

The fact that they were wearing leather armour instead of 
metal armour actually helped in this situation. How bad 
would their frostbite be had they been wearing metal 
armour over their thin summer clothes? 

All | could do was listen carefully to see if mournful voices 
were coming from the forest. 

Then, Claudia suddenly jumped in front of me. 

| saw a giant lizard running towards us while mowing 
down trees over Claudia’s back. A radcisilka with arrows 
stuck on its body was crawling towards us at an extremely 
fast speed. Silver blood was spraying out from its body. 

“Whoa! It came out?!” 

The villagers behind us all screamed in unison. 

“Paul-dono, evacuate!” 

Paul snapped at the sound of Claudia’s voice, and picked 
me up. At the same time, Claudia drew the sword at her 
waist. The sword wasn’t long, and she threw it with great 
momentum at the Radcisilka, which made me wonder how 
such power can come from her slender arms. 


The sword pierced into the Radcisilka’s forehead with a 
thump. But even so, the giant lizard didn’t die. It opened its 
huge mouth which was lined with fiendishly sharp teeth and 
jumped forward at Claudia in order to bite her. 

“Claudia!” 

| yelled. 

Claudia’s long golden hair spread out beautifully in the 
air. | saw her leap in the air gracefully as her hair flipped in 
the air. She nimbly escaped from the Radcisilka’s teeth. She 
held her spear with both hands and thrusted it into the 
Radcisilka’s neck. 

There was a duller and louder sound than when it was 
stabbed with the sword earlier. Claudia skilfully used her 
own falling weight and strongly pierced the Radcisilka’s 
flesh open. 








| snatched a torch from a nearby villager. 

“Claudia-dono, fire!” 

Claudia safely grabbed the tossed torch with one hand 
and pressed the flame against the tip of her spear. 

The radcisilka squirmed violently. White smoke that 
looked like water vapour erupted from the place where 
Claudia had pressed the flame. 

“Hold it down!” 

Gunter jumped out from the forest and swung the 
broadsword in his right hand down onto the lizard’s neck. 

The soldiers came out after him and surrounded the lizard 
before swinging their swords down. 

Silver blood spread out from their feet in a flash. 

The radcisilka eventually turned over on its back 
and stopped moving. 

The corpse of the lizard, which had finally died after 
having several swords, arrows and spears stabbed into its 
body, was Stained silver in its own blood and became 
magnificent. 





Chapter 6 


Soldiers, who were working on other tasks, were quickly 
called to take care of the radcisilka corpse as soon as 
possible. 

Although all the soldiers who had participated in the 
battle had frostbite on their hands and feet, it wasn’t too 
severe, so they were able to recover reasonably well by 
alternately soaking their hands and feet in hot and cold 
water. | was relieved that most of the soldiers were fine. | 
only knew about radcisilkas from books, so | didn’t know 
they could manipulate cold air like that. If Gunter and 
Claudia hadn’t handled that well, then there could have 
been casualties. 

| rested for the night and then went to look at the trap for 
the bandits. | tried it out with my horse, but there didn’t 
seem to be any problems with making the trench. All that 
was left was the length of the trench, but | guess it could all 
be done by noon today at this rate. 

“Heyy, can someone secure the sides a little more?! It’s 
going to collapse!” 

| heard a shout of anger from inside of the trench as | 
patrolled around. Claudia and | looked at each other, then 
approached the trench with water and a spade to 
strengthen the hole. There was a soldier inside rushing to 
harden the soil. 

“Where?” 

“Right there at the crack. Sorry but | can’t leave this spot. 
The dirt over here isn’t hardening well. Give me a hand.” 

“Alright.” 

The soldier really couldn’t leave the spot that they were 
in and didn’t even look at us. Claudia and | cautiously 


worked on the unfamiliar task. 

“Hey, My Lord. Theomer is here... Hey, what’re you 
doing? Jou-chan, you too.” 

Gunter called out to us just as we had finished hardening 
the area that we were asked to work on. He looked down at 
the trench with a mixture of surprise and amazement since 
he didn’t expect us to help out with the work. 

“M-my Lord, you said?!” 

The soldier, who was working behind us, heard Gunter’s 
voice and turned around vigorously. His jaw dropped when 
he confirmed that it was Claudia and I. 

“I, 1, 1, |, |, |asked My Lord to play in dirt.” 

“Calm down. We just helped out since it didn’t seem like 
there were enough people. That’s all. If there’s any other 
places that need urgent attention, then I'll call another 
soldier.” 

“N... no, it’s fine now. There shouldn’t be any places that 
seem like they’ll collapse.” 

“Alright.” 

| concluded that | was done with helping and asked 
Gunter to pull me up with a rope. Claudia easily jumped out 
of the trench that was as tall as her. What kind of physical 
abilities does she have?! I’d like her not to do that, since it 
would be unsettling for the villagers who set up the capture 
stage to see that it wasn’t functioning. Since she’s the only 
one who can do this since she’s crazy, | knew that the 
height of the trench was enough. 

Theomer brought ten warriors with him and they were 
looking curiously at the buildings in Milda Village. | saw envy 
in their eyes when they looked at the rooftops and the pit of 
my stomach hurt. 

“Theo.” 

“... Ah, morning, My Lord. I’ve come to report.” 

“Let me hear it.” 

According to Theomer, the bandits cautiously approached 
the outskirts of Lecheneaut Village last night. However, they 


gave up on raiding it since they saw that security had been 
fortified there. After that, they moved further west. They 
were probably heading to Milda just as we had planned. 

“When they saw what Lecheneaut Village was like, they 
sped up. We’re going to reduce the number of warriors on 
the road, so they'll arrive near the village in the evening at 
the latest.” 

“There’s not much time to spare...” 

“Shall we make them take a detour? If we’re going to do 
it, then we should do it now.” 

“No... More importantly, I’m sorry, but we need help.” 
Theomer blinked at my suggestion. He looked down at 
me and said sarcastically, “I’m quite used to digging holes.” 

“That’s good. People who can dig holes and ride horses 
are the best of the best in the army.” 

Claudia said nonchalantly, then put the shovel in her 
hand over her shoulder. Theomer looked at her in 
astonishment, and | held my forehead at the same time. 

“... Kuku, ahaha! ... That’s right. Alright, | got it. Let’s 
have the young warriors gain some experience.” 


We were able to complete everything during the day with 
the help of the Sill Tribe warriors who Theomer had lent us. 
The only thing left to do was spread dirt and sand on top of 
the holes to make it look less unnatural. 

Claudia and Gunter stood casually beside me as | was 
giving out orders. | looked around to see what was going on 
and saw a few figures from the village heading towards us. 

They were the village chief and two unfamiliar girls. One 
of the girls was still young and had the same eyes and nose 
as the village chief, indicating that they were related. 

“Stop, what do you want?!” 

Gunter stood in his spot and raised his voice. Even 
though this was the outskirts of the village, it was currently 
occupied by the fief army for military purposes. The 
villagers weren’t allowed to enter. 


“G-good morning. | would like to express my gratitude to 
the feudal lord and fief army for killing the monsters...” 

The three of them bowed deeply, and | felt a light 
bitterness in his voice. 

“It’s unnecessary. Eliminating monsters is originally the 
job of the feudal lord.” 

| felt the soldiers glance this way. They were probably 
wondering what was going on and my palms were damp 
with sweat. | understood that the gazes of the villagers, who 
were surrounding us at a distance like they were yesterday, 
were piercingly sharp. 

“.,. B-but, if we are not thankful enough towards the 
feudal lord then...” 

When | refused him, the village chief sounded panicked 
and puzzled. His gaze shifted to me and our surroundings. 

Gunter gripped the spear in his right hand with both 
hands as if he had been aggravated by the village chief. 
Even Claudia seemed a little confused and slightly raised 
her sword from its scabbard. 

At that moment, the girl, who looked to be the village 
chief’s daughter, suddenly raised her face. With resolution 
on her face, her gaze moved to meet me, who was hidden 
by Gunter and Claudia. Unsure of what she was thinking, | 
stared back at her to see if | can read the emotion in her 
eyes. Our eyes met for less than two seconds. 

Then, she suddenly dropped to her knees and bowed. 

“What?!” 

Her unreadable movements caused the soldiers to 
become agitated. The other girl also did the same and knelt 
down. Then, the two girls fell flat on their faces in my 
direction. 

“Wh-what are...” 

“Please listen, soldiers. These two are...” 

“| know that we have been rude to you My Lord. But 
please, please forgive us two girls.” 


The village chief was interrupted by his kneeling 
daughter, who had shouted directly at me. 

“Disrespectful,” | could have said. Villagers aren’t allowed 
to speak directly to nobles unless they are permitted to. 
Maybe | hadn’t said that because the girl’s voice sounded 
desperate and maybe pathetic. 

The village chief looked down at them, wondering what 
she was going on about. Apparently, this girl’s behaviour 
was also surprising for the village chief. His expression, 
which was full of anger towards his daughters, gradually 
turned into bitterness. 

| stared at their lowered heads. Why are these girls so 
desperate? | couldn’t see their expressions and they haven't 
uttered a word since the previous proclamation, so | couldn’t 
read their tone either. 

“Gunter...” 

“Don’t say something stupid.” 

“... | haven’t said anything yet.” 

Gunter looked tense and dismissed my call. | wouldn’t 
give him an order without thinking over it. 

“Gunter, take those two girls and drag them in front of 
me.” 

“| said... What?” 

“I told you to capture them for their earlier disrespect.” 

| tried to keep my voice from trembling as | gave the 
command, and it came out awfully indifferent and cold. My 
high-pitched and childish voice must have transmitted well 
since | saw the girls’ shoulders jump. 

Gunter looked down at me, stunned. The soldiers, who 
were surrounding me, and the villagers, who were petrified, 
were staring at me with disgust. 

A gentle breeze blew through and swayed the grass. 
There was a whoosh. 

“What are you doing, Gunter? This is an order from the 
feudal lord.” 


Claudia said to Gunter, who stood there while looking 
down on me. She briskly walked through the soldiers with 
her favourite spear in her right hand, while her golden hair 
danced in the slight breeze. Gunter quickly chased after her. 
They tied the girls’ hands behind their backs, held them 
down and stood them up. Claudia didn’t flinch as she pinned 
the girl down in front of me. In contrast, Gunter didn’t hide 
his confusion as he took her lead. 

This time, the two girls, who were made to kneel at my 
feet, stayed still without groaning. 

“Don’t you know about disrespect towards nobles? 
Answer me, woman with the red hair.” 

When | spoke to the village chief’s daughter, she 
immediately answered, “No.” Her voice was trembling this 
time. 

“You must have something you want me to hear since 
you went to such lengths. | will listen to what you have to 
say before | decide on your punishments. Raise your heads. 

After | said that, | thought that it was extremely rude to 
say. But Claudia miraculously seemed to understand my 
intentions and didn’t try to forcefully pull the girl up. She 
lightly tapped the girl’s shoulder and urged her to stand up 
on her own. 

| called them under the pretence of punishing them for 
the crime they had committed and used the pretence of 
deciding on their punishment to ask them what they 
wanted. If they really opposed me, then the danger would 
decrease by having the two strongest people in the army 
pin them down. 

It was reasonable that Claudia understood my actions 
quicker than Gunter since she was raised as a noble. 
Claudia was usually average, so | couldn’t keep up with the 
personality gap that occurs in her when she suddenly 
becomes capable at times like this. 

The two girls raised their heads and stared at me. Then, 
they paled. 


” 


“... Feudal... Lord...” 

| couldn’t help but frown at their trembling whisper. They 
bit their lips as they looked at me in surprise and their eyes 
were filled with fear. 

. That’s right. | am Eliza Kaldia. Your feudal lord.” 

I’m sure they must have seen my father in me. My 
straight black hair that reflected the light and my blood-red 
eyes; my appearance is like a replica of my father’s. 

The girls continued to tremble as they spoke. 

“What's the matter? You were disrespectful towards me, 
and yet you beg for forgiveness.” 

What were they begging for? What were they 
guilty of? | already didn’t care about what the two girls had 
to say as they kneeled in front of me after having been 
confronted with the foolishness and ignorance of the 
villagers. 

There were currently no Ar Xia sanctuaries in Kaldia fief. It 
was the church’s job to teach law and order, and villagers, 
who cannot hire teachers, usually learnt how to associate 
with people of different status through rites held at the 
village sanctuary. 

However, my father destroyed all the village sanctuaries 
where the church was based in Kaldia since they were []too 
gorgeous[]. 

Father announced that there was a financial crisis in the 
fief and enacted a law against luxury. The citizens of the fief 
lived in simple houses and lived accordingly, but the people 
of the church lived in beautiful stone buildings and wore tidy 
clothes. It would have been easy to incite the citizens, who 
lived in poverty for years and wore rags, and chase the 
church out. 

Father took money, food, and people on the grounds of 
rebuilding the fief and expelled those from the church who 
came from outside since it was easy for them to notice the 
abnormalities in the fief, and he even deprived the people of 








basic education. His reasonings were completely fabricated 
and he had tricked the people. 

That was over twenty years ago. 

“We... We were the ones who found the monster 
yesterday. So, please. We will pay the ‘gratitude fee’ so 
please don’t take the men and children from other villagers 
for ‘labour’...!” 

A mournful cry brought me out from my sea of thoughts. 

| blinked and looked down at the two girls who were 
kneeling in front of me. What did she just say? Labour...? 

“.. Lsee. So, it’s like that. Very well.” 

The girl’s shoulders jumped. My voice came out colder 
than I’d expected. However, | understood where their tragic 
desperation was coming from, so | felt something close to 
disappointment. 

| truly cursed the blood that ran through my veins. So, 
father exploited something called a ‘gratitude fee’ to make 
his citizens do ‘labour’... 

“... It’s time for you to stop putting me on the same page 
as the previous feudal lord.” 

A feeble voice came out of my mouth next. My eyes 
glazed over. | was burning with anger and hatred for my 
father, and emotions that could no longer confront him. 

“I'll say it again. Eliminating monsters is originally the job 
of the feudal lord, | don’t need gratitude, if you 
understand this, then leave.” 

The three who came from the village shrieked. They 
crawled back to the village. An intense ache burnt in my 
chest from threatening them, but there was nothing | could 
do about it. 





000000) 


Shadows moved in the darkness of the night. | didn’t see 
anyone with a torch, probably because they judged that the 


light from the moon and stars were enough, or because they 
didn’t have a torch. 

The quarantined area was stuffy, and a grain of sweat fell 
from the tip of my jaw onto the ground. 

The people who were creeping towards the village didn’t 
get off their horses, probably since they were thinking about 
escaping. Claudia cleverly used the pursuers to guide the 
group towards the trap. 

All that was left to do was surround them and catch them 
in the trap. It was the same as hunting. | left the task 
of dispersing my prey to my most trustworthy partner, just 
as | usually do on a hunt. 

Just a few more steps until they fall into the trench, anda 
high-pitched howl rang from the eastern sky. 

That was the signal. 

Rashiok and the mounted Sill Tribe warriors jumped out in 
a mass on the path that the bandits had come from. 

“The pursuers! Run!” 

The bandits turned their horses in the opposite direction 
to escape and went tumbling down into the ditch, that 
probably seemed like it had just appeared out of nowhere. 
The people at the back knew that there was a trench there, 
but they couldn’t stop because they were being chased by a 
predator, Rashiok. 

Roars, screams, and horse neighs echoed through the 
night. 

“Go! Now!” 

| ordered. The soldiers, who were lying in the dark, stood 
up as if they had been plucked. The old rug that had 
covered them was lifted up and thrown into the trench that 
was filled with chaos and groans. Then, water was poured 
on top of the rug. 

Those inside of the trench screamed at feeling something 
heavy fall on top of them. They couldn’t even keep their 
stances since the rug was so heavy. 

“Second squad, go!” 





The men with the washbasins carefully poured liquid onto 
the rug. 

The liquid was silver blood from the Radcisilka that had 
been killed last night. The blood froze the rug when it 
touched the water. Shrieks came from under the rug. 

“Captured!” 

Gunter led the soldiers who were hiding behind the 
building and ran out with weapons and ropes in their hands. 

“Yoooouuuuu!” 

The man, who was kicked off his horse before it fell in the 
trench, howled. The man skilfully stood up, drove through 
the Sill Tribe warriors, who were close behind him, and came 
rushing towards me while using the rug that hung over his 
fellow bandits as a stool. 

It probably looked like there was a child standing by 
herself. He’s quick at judging the situation. 

_ But, he’s not well-informed. There’s no reason for 
me, a feudal lord, to be standing alone in battle.” 

Claudia jumped down from the treetops and pulled him 
down. 

“Fuckk! Y-you...” 

“Stay still. | won’t kill you if you stay still.” 

As expected, she was extremely skilled with a spear and 
had completely subdued the man with her spear. 

Thus, no one in the fief army was injured and none 
of the bandits escaped. Operation: Capture the Intruders 
ended in perfect success. 








Chapter 7 


The captured bandits had their mouths covered with a 
cloth so that they couldn’t bite their tongues, they were 
stripped naked so no weapons can be hidden, and locked in 
the dark dungeon with their hands and feet bound. 

The cold, damp, dark dungeon had no light shining in, 
and chipped at people’s wills just by being trapped in here. 
The young Radka had only been in here for three days, 

but even so, he was quite worn out when he got out. 
Although, he went back to normal after a few days. He slept 
normally inside this dungeon, even though the lights had 
been left on, and | now realise that he might unexpectedly 
have thick skin. 

The bandits were only given a tub of water and were left 
alone for the whole day. The bandits could only crawl and 
couldn’t even stretch themselves if they wanted to. They 
also couldn’t drink the only water they were given since 
their mouths were covered with cloth. This was done to 
drain them faster. 

On the morning of the third day, | had only one person let 
out of the prison. The bandits probably couldn’t get any 
decent rest either. The man, who was dragged into the 
interrogation room at the barracks, looked pale and ghastly. 
They didn’t receive any food for two days, so he was 
probably feeling dizzy and nauseous. 

“I'll ask you this first. Do you have anything you want to 
say?” 

The man had been doused in water and dressed in used 
clothes. His face, which was hidden behind his dirty hair and 
beard, distorted cynically. 


“... |/understand how barbaric and brutal Arxian nobles 
treat their prisoners. This is a valuable experience.” 

He’s tough and has good instincts. 

This was my first assessment of the man who spoke 
Arxian and didn’t look down on me for being a child but 
instead called me an [JArxian noblef{]. 

“That dungeon was left behind by my father, the most 
ruthless and wicked man in Arxia. | couldn’t think of a better 
place for culturally stunted outsiders to rest than that 
dungeon. You can’t get used to soft beds, right?” 

| laughed sarcastically. | no longer cared about people 
thinking of me as barbaric or brutal. I’m sure everyone in 
Kaldia thinks that of me. 

The fief soldiers, who were holding down the man, all 
laughed. They don’t hesitate to proclaim that they had low 
upbringings, so they knew better than me about how to rub 
people the wrong way. It was the correct decision to let the 
soldiers decide how to get the enemy to talk. 

The bandit flushed slightly at the soldiers’ taunts. 

“Hoh, is there a bed like that? | thought that nobles would 
Sleep in straw just like the commoners do.” 

“People still sleep in straw in Densel? It seems like there 
are a lot of pitiful situations when the culture is so far 
behind. It was a good idea to give you guys the dungeon. 
Even the humble sleeping quarters of a commoner seem to 
be too good for you.” 

Seeing the ridiculing smug on my face the man seemed 
to be at a loss for words, only managing to mutter, “This 
fucking bitch,” in Linguilenian as a comeback. 

The soldiers jeered at the scene again. | don’t think 
they’re actually enjoying this. 

I’d like to believe that they were faithfully acting as the 
‘extremely vulgar Kaldia army’. 

Now then, I’m beginning to see a little of this man’s 
identity from our sarcastic exchange just now. 


He has a strong accent, but he can speak Arxian 
thus, he’s been educated. 

The language he swore in was Linguileaian, a language 
spoken in Densel and Planates. His pronunciation was 
smooth, despite speaking in slang, and sounded like 
someone of the upper class. 

His language was clearly not something a bandit would 
speak. But the information that | had received from Jugfena 
was ‘bandits had entered the kingdom’. It may be necessary 
to confirm why Jugfena recognised this group of people as 
‘bandits’. 








After roughly sorting through the information | had 
obtained, | called out to the soldier at the corner of the room 
since | wanted to interrogate the man. 

“Bring that thing here.” 

“Yes.” 

The soldier stepped forward and nervously unfolded the 
whip and showed it to the man. The whip, which had several 
chains and ropes bound together, was knotted together with 
rope and stained with blood. 

Apparently, this was the first toy my father had given my 
brother to play with. It was for my brother’s sixth birthday 
celebration, so it should be just right for me now. 

| shared this with the man who was looking at the whip in 
surprise. The man’s face distorted slightly for the first time 
since entering the room. 

“I’m going to ask you a few questions now. | don’t care if 
you answer or not... There are eleven other people in the 
dungeon to take your place, after all. However, they won’t 
get out until | have finished questioning you.” 

The man’s face became more twisted when | told him 
this. 

“The last person will starve to death by the time he’s let 
out.” 

The soldiers let out a coarsen laugh. It must have been a 
good follow-up since the bandit man’s face paled. Were they 


not on good terms or was there someone in that group of 
men that he couldn’t let die? 

“You... you heinous heathen...!” 

The man cursed with resentment. 

So, he’s uttered the word ‘heathen’. I’d love to hear about 
what he believes in. A gloomy joy rose from the corner of 
my mind at the information that | had obtained easier than | 
thought | would. 

“Well this is going to be a broad question, but first, let’s 
hear why you came to Arxia.” 

The bandit glared at me in silence. There was no need for 
me to say a lot of words. | ordered the soldiers, who were 
pinning him down on both sides, to make him kneel and 
swung the whip down on his back. 

Whack, a very painful sound echoed through the 
interrogation room. 

It shouldn’t have caused much damage since he didn’t 
take off his clothes. With that in mind, | swung the whip 
about five more times. 





The man gritted his teeth and endured the pain. He didn’t 
even moan. He really isn’t just a mere bandit. If he was a 
bandit who had invaded Arxia because he had his eyes on 
the richness of Arxia, then he wouldn’t be strong enough to 
stay silent while being tortured. 

“I'll ask you a different question. Where were you going?” 

“... |don’t know Arxia’s geography.” 

The man spat those words out as if he knew that he 
would be whipped if he remained silent. 

| wasn’t impressed by the lie and swung the whip down. A 
red-black stain appeared on the hemp of the man’s shirt. | 
whipped him again on his welt, and his skin seemed to have 
begun to tear. 

Did he think that | would believe this lie when he 
understood Arxia’s geography well enough to skilfully utilise 
the border lines to escape from the Jugfena soldiers? | 
changed the whip to my left hand, which was my dominant 
hand, and swung down with all my might. | heard the sharp 
sound of the whip hitting the air together with the sound of 
it hitting flesh. The tear in his skin hit the chains of the whip 
and his shirt was soon dyed in red. 

A moan escaped from the man’s mouth. | saw a few 
soldiers frowning. 

“Uoah, m.... north... we were heading to the north...” 

“The north?” 

“Y-yes. We were heading to the north since the strong 
armies are located in the east and south of Arxia, since they 
have to guard against the neighbouring kingdoms...” 

Aside from his reasoning, there is some truth about them 
heading to the north. 

To the north of the eastern portion of Jugfena royal fief 
and Kaldia is Amon Nohl. Trudging through that mountain 
range would be extremely difficult even in the summer. 

The footsteps of the bandits, upon returning from their 
detour in Junas, had begun to move northward to avoid the 
village, a complete change from their previous course. They 


came back to the centre of Kaldia after coming back from 
Junas, which was just past Amon Nohl. The bandits were 
trying to take the shortest distance to the north. 
They’re quite familiar with the geography in Arxia. 
| swung my leg, not my whip, down the man’s back. | 
stomped over the swollen skin with my weight. Ongoing 
pain, quite different from the searing, sharp pain of the 
whip’s swing. People are awfully weak against ongoing pain. 

“Uoah.... Guu..,!” 

Being kicked by a child would be humiliating in itself. The 
man groaned lowly every time | swung my leg down. 

“Why did you kidnap those women?” 

“To find out... the location of the village...” 

“You treated them horribly for that.” 

“They were useless... some of the younger men got angry 
and used them... ack!” 

| swung my leg down, jamming the heel of my shoes into 
his skin. His torn flesh was gouged out skilfully, and the man 
let out an inaudible scream. 

“The pain will rise sharply if you control the tempo,” 
father’s joyful mutter rang through my mind. Things like 
how to handle the whip and how to hurt people were all 
knowledge left behind by my father. 

The man suddenly fainted as if he had been inflicted with 
too much pain at once. This was what happened when one 
experiences too much pain. After all, the man had already 
been mentally drained for two days before coming here. 

“The alcohol.” 

When | instructed someone to get me alcohol, one of the 
soldiers grabbed the bottle of cheap liquor on the desk near 
the wall as if he had flipped. He seemed to be overwhelmed 
by the bizarre atmosphere of the interrogation. The soldier 
jerked the bottle out to me. | turned the bottle over on the 
man’s back and liquor dripped down his bloodied back. The 
man regained consciousness with a scream. 





“Let’s continue with the questioning. But first, I’ll give you 
something to keep you awake.” 

The more dazed a person becomes, they become less 
able to think, much less tell a lie. The more a person was 
cornered and in pain, the more distant their consciousness 
became. 

A clear scream gushed out from the man’s mouth when | 
swung down the whip. 

| finished interrogating everyone four days later. 

| couldn’t let my sources of information starve to death, 
so | gave them a tiny amount of food, and they became 
even hungrier and worn out. 

| was able to get a lot of information out from the bandits 
by using all the knowledge that had been etched into me 
because of my father. New information came out during the 
second round of interrogations, and what | found out was 
written on a piece of paper so that | can immediately report 
this to Earl Thelesia, and incidentally, Priestess Faris. 
| had my doubts, but they really weren’t a normal 
bandit group. | felt that some of the bandits had received 
education. Densel was culturally inferior to Arxia, but it was 
unimaginable for a ruined noble to become a bandit. 

That meant that they had Densel nobles, or someone 
even further up, backing them. It might also be some 
religious group, since the first man who | had interrogated 
had said the word ‘heathen’. 

All the religions in Densel Dukedom worshipped the main 
god, Lewa, and those who are associated with Lewa. Hence 
it was called Lewaism, in contrast to Xia in Arxia. 

| couldn’t find out what sect of Lewaism he belonged to in 
the end... but on the contrary, it was highly likely that this 
sect was involved in the bandits’ infiltration of Arxia. 

Next, their destination was ‘north’. It was almost certain 
that the anti-noble faction of the church, and people from 
outside of the kingdom were connected to Nordsterm. 





| will have to ask them about where their main unit is 
hiding in the next interrogation since they were acting as 
decoys. 

| threw my notes of information into a locked drawer in 
my desk and stretched. 

| ended up moaning loudly from muscle pains caused by 
using the whip. 
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Around the time when the second round of interrogations 
was over. 

A pigeon arrived from the House of Lords. According to 
the letter, the bandits, who had invaded the kingdom, put 
the whole nation on guard, and will be taken into custody by 
the Royal Army. 

“Should | say that it was fortunate that we had them for 
more than ten days...?” 

“Did you know that they would be taken away by the 
state?” 

Gunter, who was standing next to me as Claudia’s 
replacement guard, reacted to the words that | had 
muttered in response to the letter. | nodded and explained 
why | knew. 

Although | had a lot of work to do, it was summer, and 
the heat broke my concentration. | decided to have a little 
chat with Gunter to change my mood. 

“Even though they’ve been captured, they had snuck 
through the fief that is used for border defence. This hasn’t 
happened since the war where Artolas was destroyed. The 
defence at the royal fief isn’t that lax. At the very least, it’s 
impossible for a ‘mere’ bandit group to invade.” 

“But they invaded, didn’t they?” 

“Lady Marechan taught me that information about Arxia 
is scarce outside of the kingdom, especially in Densel, since 
we’re not on friendly terms with them. Commoners should 


have even less information about Arxia. The only place in 
Densel that maintains a connection with Arxia, is the 
imperial court, where the Arxian diplomats visit... That 
bandit group had a pretty good grasp of the fief borders in 
Arxia, so this means that they are connected to the Densel 
imperial court. Especially the man who spoke fluent Arxian. 
He might be a noble.” 

| spoke while unravelling the information bit by bit, and 
Gunter’s expression became grimmer and grimmer. Gunter 
didn’t understand international relations since he was a 
commoner, but he could still understand how ‘bad’ that 
bandit gang was. 

That was how important the various information that the 
bandits spilt out were. Therefore, | wanted to squeeze as 
much information out of them as | could, before they’re 
taken out of my reach. 

| spoke a lot at once and pointed to the pitcher on my 
desk. | was thirsty from talking. The herb-infused water was 
especially cold and refreshing and cleared my head from the 
summer heat. | drank it all at once and resumed talking. 

“And | suspect that they have help from someone on the 
inside. They know too much about our land.” 

It was also worrisome that news arrived from Jugfena that 
concluded them to be ‘bandits’. It was definitely hard to 
believe that they were a military unit from the situation and 
their numbers. But there must be a reason for calling them 
bandits, since they were an unidentified group. 

“Yeah, you're right. But if that’s the case, then why do 
they want to move the bandits to the high-security capital?” 

“A cell in the capital is easier for a noble to contact them. 
I’m sure the people who got them here will get them out of 
their reach soon. If it is the Nordsterm faction that I’m 
worried about, then it’s less convenient for them to be held 
here.” 

“But isn’t it dangerous just to hand them over?” 

“Who said that | would?” 


| guess he expected it. Gunter said then sighed, “You've 
been raised as a cunning brat...” 

| had no intentions of following the orders of the House of 
Lords and handing over the entire group of bandits. The 
right to interrogate them was mine until this letter arrived. 
So, it was possible to ‘kill’ them during interrogation or 
capture and keep one or two alive. 

“I've already decided who to kill based on the information 
we’ve gotten so far. The first one | interrogated and the 
other one, the blonde one... | shall return to the royal capital 
with the captured bandits as instructed. Assemble a team 
for transfer.” 

“Understood, My Lord. When are we leaving?” 

“Let’s see... That’s up to Claudia.” 

“Ah,” Gunter nodded in understanding. 

Claudia was currently exploring the northern parts of 
Kaldia along the fief border line with the Sill Tribe, who are 
excellent trackers, and the fief army. 

We expected that there would have been people who had 
passed through the north, since the bandits were a 
diversion and were causing a commotion in the south. The 
second round of interrogations confirmed this fact, so | had 
Claudia and the other trace their footsteps and traces in the 
north. 

There were several men who gave information, some of 
whom were exceptionally young; they couldn’t understand 
Arxian or even know that they were a diversion. They were 
only informed that the group was split into two, one to the 
north and one to the south, in order to split up their 
pursuers and improve their chances of survival. Did they 
endure the first round of interrogations because they hoped 
that the north group would come to their rescue? Whatever 
the reason was, they didn’t seem to have any more 
information apart from the stuff they had said during the 
second round of interrogations. 


The ones who held useful information were the ones who 
had endured the second round of interrogations without 
telling me anything conclusive... | puzzled over what to do 
with them since it seemed useless to physically hurt them 
any further. | can’t be occupied with the bandits forever. 

As | told Theomer, | had socialised in the royal capital and 
we were going to accept craftsmen from other fiefs. | would 
like to finalise as many plans for the reception as possible 
while I’m still in the fief. There should also be several 
problems with the reclaimed land that must be solved ina 
hurry, so | must take care of those as well. 

It was my first time receiving new citizens and taking 
charge of projects related to that, and | had no time to rest 
since there are a lot of things to do. This didn’t include the 
management of the fief, reconstruction work and other 
tasks that Earl Thelesia was taking care of. 

When | thought of it that way, the Earl really did a lot. 
Considering that the Earl is an old man, and I’m only seven 
years old, | felt like crying at the unreasonable amount of 
work | had to do. 


Chapter 8 


Returning to the royal capital, | left the custody of the 
bandits, who | had brought with me, to the military knight 
order who was in charge of public safety, and headed to Earl 
Thelesia’s mansion on foot. | was going there to exchange 
information with him such as what had happened at the fief 
and what had happened at the royal capital while | was 
away. 

“You're back?” 

“Yes, Earl.” 

“| heard that two Neza Village girls fell victim to the 
bandits, this isn’t wrong, right?” 

“Yes, they are the only two who were directly affected by 
the bandits. Using the Sill Tribe warriors to search for the 
bandits had some impact.” 

It seemed that the Earl still wasn’t feeling very well, and 
our meeting occurred in his bedroom. 

When | looked at the Earl, who was in bed with his 
pyjamas on, his cheeks seemed skinnier than what | 
remember. | Suppose it was partly because | have grown, 
but when | looked down at the Earl, who used to look so big, 
he now seemed thin and small... and fragile. 

“How is your health...?” 

“It’s just fatigue, that’s all... As expected, | can’t beat old 
age.” 

Normally, when people talk to each other, they would first 
ask about how the other person is, but when the Earl and | 
talk, as we are doing now, we talk about business, so 
personal matters usually were put off. 

That was probably why this old man was driven to the 
point of fainting. Well, we’re both working. | don’t 





know whether he sees me as a Subordinate or his employer, 
but either way, the Earl’s physical condition, and how he 
works, is not something that | have a Say in. 

“Did anything happen at the royal capital?” 

| stopped talking about the Earl’s physical condition and 
got down to business. As soon as | asked this, the Earl’s 
already stern face, scrunched up more and went grimmer. It 
seemed like something had happened, so | straightened up 
my back. 

“The royal family hosted the Descending Festival the 
other day.” 

“| know. | would have joined if the bandits hadn’t showed 


up...” 
“You've missed an important social occasion on that one. 
The Descending Festival is the biggest event of the year. 
Back to what | was saying, His Majesty made an 
announcement then.” 

| found myself blinking involuntarily at this surprising 
story. 

The words that came directly from the King’s mouth, to 
an unspecified number of his subjects, can have an impact 
on the kingdom. However, the King rarely decided on 
policies. 

The King of Arxia has full authority over the management 
and governance of the kingdom. However, there is a limit to 
what one person can do, and in this kingdom, the King 
formed a governing body by giving his power of 
representation to the nobles. 

I’m certain that there are no recent agendas in the House 
of Lords that required a direct declaration from the King. 

“It was about the Prince.” 

“... Oh, | see. The affairs of the royal family weren’t 
included in the House of Lord discussions, were they?” 

| finally understood and replied to him. I’m currently 
learning about the royal family and the church, so it’s taking 


me a long time to draw out information from the 
conversation. 

According to Lady Marechan’s lecture the other day, 
there are two matters that the House of Lords is not in 
charge of. 

The first involves diplomacy and the second is the royal 
family. Diplomacy was decided by the King, Archduke and 
the Upper House of Lords, while royal matters were decided 
by the royal family, the church and the Upper House of 
Lords. 

“There are several boys in the royal family at the 
moment, but do you know how many of them are direct 
descendants of the King?” 

“Yes, Queen Dionysia’s son, Prince Albert, and Empress 
Evelis’s son, Prince Alfred.” 

When | said that in confirmation, Earl Thelesia nodded in 
affirmation. 

“Are you currently learning about the royal family right 
now?” 

“Lam.” 

“Simply put, Queen Dionysia was a princess of Planates 
Dukedom, and the Empress Evelis was a princess of the 
royal Merleart House. There is no difference in status 
between the Queen and the Empress and it’s impossible to 
know which of the two princes would become the crown 
prince.” 

| had learnt what the Earl had just explained in the last 
lecture. | could finally see where this was leading when he 
explained that much. 

“Then, the King announced which of the two will be the 
Crown Prince at the Descending Festival?” 

“That’s right. The Empress’s son, the second prince, 
Alfred, has been named as the Crown Prince.” 

“Prince Alfred? Not Prince Albert?” 

| couldn’t help but ask him for confirmation when he said 
the name that | wasn’t expecting. The Earl nodded. It 


seemed like | hadn’t misheard him. 

| quickly dug up any relevant information that | had learnt 
from my lecturers from the depths of my mind. Within the 
Arxian laws, there was certainly no difference in status 
between the Queen and the Empress. But there was 
currently a clear difference between them. 

The Empress, Elelis, is from the Merleart House, which is 
part of the royal family. The Merleart House, along with the 
Tyuru House, the current rulers of the dynasty, are direct 
descendants of St. Ahar, and have continuously inherited 
the royal line; and though they are treated no differently 
from the Archduke, they have no status other than being a 
member of the royal family. 

On the other hand, Queen Dionysia, who married into the 
royal family from Planates, did not renounce her status in 
Planates when she married. So, she is both Queen of Arxia 
and Princess of Planates. 

The princes were also born at different times. The eldest 
son is usually the heir apparent, although Arxia doesn’t 
have a law that states that the eldest son inherits. 

I’m sure | heard during my lectures that Prince Albert was 
considered as the next Crown Prince, since his mother has a 
higher position and he is the eldest son. 

“No one doubted that. Prince Albert is known as one of 
the brightest men in the castle. No one would object to him 
being the Crown Prince.” 

“\.. Then why?” 

“| don’t know. And because there’s no answer, there’s a 
great deal of unrest and tension at the royal capital right 
now.” 

| see. | nodded and sorted through the information. 

The second prince has become the crown prince, instead 
of the first prince who people were sure was going to be the 
crown prince, and the nobles who thought that first prince 
would be the next king were disturbed... No, that’s not 
enough to make them nervous. 


Thinking for a moment, | realised that it was because of 
the first prince’s mother’s origin. 

“The nobles think that our vigilance against Rindarl will 
provoke Planates...” 

“That’s right. It’s not good to provoke Planates right 
now.” 

Everyone thought so. It was impossible for the King to be 
oblivious to this, and the Upper House of Lords must have 
taken this into account when they had selected the crown 
prince. 

“Well, it’s no use talking about it. Nobles like us can only 
just wait and see.” 

| was certainly confused, but what Earl Thelesia said was 
also plausible. The affairs of the royal family and the court 
are out of my reach. 

“Then, may | tell you what | found out from the bandits 
we captured?” 

The priority is more direct matters; matters related to the 
fief. With that in mind, | quickly changed the topic. 

“Let’s hear it.” 

“In conclusion, they were decoys who were tasked with 
attracting the attention of the three fiefs around Jugfena, so 
that the other troops could safely infiltrate from the 
neighbouring kingdom. After their capture, | discovered that 
there was another unit deployed almost at the same time 
they were, through interrogation. We searched the northern 
parts of the fief and found traces of more than a dozen 
people passing through. This has been reported to Lord 
Einsbark through a knight of the Jugfena royal fief, Ergnard.” 

Their footprints showed that the party had passed 
through the north and continued along Bandishia Plateau. 
They trudged through Amon Nohl, which was somewhat 
more bearable now with the summer heat, and invaded 
Arxia. Since the land that the Sill Tribe had inhabited was 
now uninhabited, the forces of Densel may have taken it 
under control and developed the land around Amon Nohl. 


“The troops have passed through the northern part of the 
fief, and have crossed the fief line. We abandoned our 
pursuit of them since they had entered Valeria fief. We have 
already contacted Valeria through the royal fief, but it might 
be hard to find the troops since most of the fiefs along 
Amon Nohl don’t have armies.” 

The Earl nodded with a sigh. 

“| won't make it public, but | will let the right people know 
that they may aim to enter Nordsterm’s sphere of 
influence.” 

“Please,” | nodded in return. | couldn’t communicate 
between nobles, since | held no connections. No, is the Earl 
my connection in this case...? Either way, it doesn’t change 
the fact that | have to increase my connections with the 
nobles on my own. 

| strongly felt as | watched the old man lean back limply 
onto the cushions. 


As foretold by Earl Thelesia, there was turmoil caused by 
the announcement of the crown prince. That was all people 
spoke about no matter where one went in the royal capital. 
Of course, it was alSo an agenda in the House of Lords. 

“What does the court think of the impact on Planates?” 

“Why are we provoking the friendly Planates when the 
situation with Rindarl is unstable right now?” 

“But if the Rindarl Union Dukedom is established then 
they would most likely be hostile towards us because of 
Densel.” 

“Then wouldn’t it be dangerous to focus on a prince 
whose mother has not abandoned her position as princess?” 

“There’s no need to announce a crown prince right now. 
Prince Albert won’t reach late adolescence for another four 
years.” 

The meeting was in chaos as soon as the discussion 
began. The House of Lords can’t get directly involved in the 
succession of the royal family, but they can get involved 


indirectly through the Upper House of Lords. When the 
pointless heated debate was over, the nobles turned their 
attention to Earl Eidner, who had a position in the Upper 
House of Lords. 

How and why was the crown prince decided? Lord Eidner 
answered with a little confusion in his voice. 

“We received notice from the royal family about 
investiture of the crown prince less than two months ago. All 
the councillors, and the prime minister, were against this, 
but all the members of the royal family, with the exception 
of the Queen, and the church were in favour of Prince 
Alfred’s investiture as the crown prince.” 

“Nonsense. The royal family are the ones who recognise 
Prince Albert’s abilities the most. Even if the Merleart House 
didn’t favour this, it’s hard to believe that everyone in the 
Tyuru House approves of Prince Alfred...” 

“Unbelievable,” Margrave Junas raised his voice. As a lord 
who ruled over the most fiefs in the kingdom, his voice held 
a lot more influence than that of a lowly Upper House of 
Lords member. 

When flatly objected, Lord Eidner cowered up like a frog 
being stared at by a snake. 

The one who tried to pacify them was Earl Einsbark. Like 
Margrave Junas, he was in charge of Jugfena royal fief and 
Jugfena fortress, which were key locations for border 
defence, but his influence over the royal family wasn’t that 
high, since he held no hereditary rights. His role was to 
naturally be a bridge between the royal capital and local 
nobles. 

Earl Thelesia quietly explained the situation outside of 
the Kingdom while ignoring the chaos. My knowledge was 
overwhelmingly lacking compared to the adult nobles, so 
the Earl often gave me small lectures like this when | 
attended the House of Lords. 

“It can be said that the situation in Rindarl is currently at 
its most important stage. Under pressure from the Four 


Dukedoms to establish Rindarl Union Dukedom, Rindarl 
Kingdom is losing its function as a nation. The end of the 
Kingdom means the establishment of the Union Dukedom.” 

“Since they’re surrounded by the four Dukedoms on all 
sides. Does this mean the Union Dukedom must seize it as 
its centre?” 

“That’s not all. There is no difference in national power 
between the four Dukedoms. The biggest obstacle to 
establishing the union is which kingdom will control the 
centre.” 

“You mean to capture the kingdom and install a figure 
head without any political power?” 

That would be a rather interesting system. Unlike in my 
previous world, it’s a given that a king has power to 
influence politics in this world. In Rindarl’s case, they 
needed someone at the top since the four Dukedoms are 
unifying, and the person at the top would almost certainly 
not be given any other role except for a symbolic one. 

“| wonder what will happen once it’s established.” 

“Who knows... What about using the structure of Prince- 
elector and Emperors?” 

“It’s a flexible concept, but the power struggle within the 
central court will only intensify.” 

“The succession of the crown of the kingdom is 
something that bothers every kingdom, isn’t it?” 

“It’s exactly like the current Arxia,” the Earl added and 
laughed abruptly. His complexion was still pale. He seemed 
to have recovered enough to get out of bed, but he still 
wasn’t well. Did he force himself to get out of bed just to 
attend today’s regular meeting? 

“Wouldn’t it be a bad idea to provoke Planates if Rindarl 
Union Dukedom is nearly established?” 

“It’s difficult. It’s true that out of the Four Dukedoms, only 
Planates has signed a treaty of friendship and commerce 
with us. However, Densel is our enemy and we have little 
contact with Giograd and Parmigran. If our relations with 


Planates gets worse, then it would inevitably lead to a bad 
relationship.” 

It wasn’t difficult to understand to that extent. That was 
what the nobles were most worried about, if Prince Alfred 
became the crown prince. Margrave Junas couldn’t help but 
be nervous about this matter since his fief bordered 
Planates. 

“But, aS Someone mentioned earlier, there’s also a 
problem with the Queen retaining her status as Princess in 
Planates.” 

However, | couldn’t understand why it would be a 
problem if Prince Albert became the next King, probably 
because | hadn’t studied enough. | racked my brains to find 
a reason for the Earl’s concern, but | just couldn’t 
understand it, so | asked him why. Not knowing the reason 
was a lifetime of shame, since I’m a feudal lord whose fief 
faced Junas and is part of the eastern border defence line. 

“... Why is that?” 

“Hmm. Well... The Duke of Planates’s right of succession 
isn’t only granted to those of the immediate bloodline, but 
to all the males in that bloodline. Although, the heir has 
priority.” 

As always, | was given a direct answer, but one where | 
could derive my own conclusion. Earl Thelesia put a lot of 
emphasis on training my thinking abilities. 

| guess this means that... if the Queen hasn’t abandoned 
her position as Princess, then she hasn’t renounced any of 
her rights in Planates. So, her son, Prince Albert, would be 
entitled to those rights in Planates as well...? 

“Since the Queen hasn’t renounced her status as 
Princess, does that mean that Prince Albert is entitled to the 
right to succeed the Duke of Planates?” 

“According to the Planates laws, yes.” 

“| see. That’s a problem.” 

If Prince Albert becomes the Crown Prince, then Planates 
would be too much for Arxia. Even if Planates doesn’t try to 


use the Prince. 

There weren’t any problems when the Queen married into 
Arxia. But now, the Rindarl Union Dukedom exists. It’s quite 
dangerous for someone to inherit the blood of the ruler of a 
kingdom that had enough national power to rival Arxia in 
the Arxian royal family. 

It finally made sense and my head felt clear. When there 
were no more doubts and | had my own opinions, | felt 
motivated to listen seriously to the boring arguments of the 
nobles. 

My opinion is that the royal family considered announcing 
the crown prince in light of the situation in Rindarl. At least, 
as someone had said at the beginning, they should have 
waited until Prince Albert reached late adolescence. 

“... Amm.” 

Suddenly a memory emerged from my sea of thoughts, 
like a flashback. 

It was a fragment of memory from my previous life that 
didn’t feel real at all, like a story depicted in a book. 

(Emilia, the Archduchess of Rindarl Union Dukedom, 
wanted to marry into the neighbouring Kingdom, Arxia, and 
entered the academy where the nobles of Arxia studied to 
find her own husband...) 

That’s right. I’m certain the prologue of that otome 
game began with this sentence. 

But that didn’t mean that | believed that it would 
certainly happen in the future. For some reason, | couldn’t 
help but feel vaguely convinced that Prince Alfred’s 
investiture would not be overturned, no matter how much 
turmoil was in the House of Lords. 





Chapter 9 


Time went by ominously uneventfully. 

The turmoil caused by the announcement of the crown 
prince gradually sank below the surface as time passed. 
Once the social season ended, the feudal lords, who had 
livened up the royal capital, returned to their fiefs, so it was 
difficult to maintain the buzz of the news, no matter how 
shocking it was. However, that didn’t mean that the 
situation had died down completely. That commotion had 
certainly left its mark and caused factions to form, centred 
around the court nobles. 

Like the other nobles, Earl Thelesia and | also left the 
royal capital at the end of summer and returned to Kaldia. 

There were no particular movements from the northern 
nobles, who | was wary of, and there was no other word 
from Priestess Faris about the suspicious nuns who 
frequented Nordsterm. As usual, | busied myself with the 
large amount of work | had to do, and before | knew it, 
autumn was coming to an end. 

“It looks like it’ll Snow soon...” 

“Oh, it’s already that time? A year flies by quickly.” 

In the last month of autumn, the air in Kaldia became 
cold and it looked like it could snow at any moment. Winter 
began when the snow started falling, regardless of the 
calendar. 

| hardly had time to leave the Golden Hill Mansion after 
returning from the royal capital. | was busy sending letters 
everywhere, compiling data and reports, preparing 
documents, receiving instructions from Earl Thelesia, and 
attending lectures, and practicing the bow and sword... Well, 


| hardly noticed the seasons passing by probably because | 
was living my life in such a way. 

I’ve made it a habit not to notice, but when | finally 
experienced the change in the season, | felt exhausted and 
let out a light breath. It turned into a white haze that quickly 
dissolved in the cold air in front of me. 

| took my horse eastward with Claudia while wrapped ina 
thick woollen cloak. | had to look at the new fief village 
before winter came. 

“You don’t have much spirit, Elysia-dono. Are you tired? | 
hope you can relax a little at Theo’s.” 

“It’s Eliza. Claudia-dono.” 

“Hmm, sorry.” 

“... It’s fine, hmm... Oh yes. I’m a little tired.” 

| agreed with Claudia without putting up a front and 
saying | wasn’t tired. Claudia also looked slightly tired and 
replied, “Of course you would be.” 

Earl Thelesia’s condition still hasn’t improved ever since 
he fell ill before summer. Naturally, | can’t leave him to do 
work that he can’t do, so we had to split up the work. 

| can’t attend to everything even if | did my best, so | 
decided to team up Gunter, Claudia and Calvin, the oldest 
soldier in the fief army, and left the most important tasks of 
running the fief army, managing the vigilante corps, and 
coordinating with the Sill Tribe, to them. Unfortunately, 
neither Gunter nor Calvin can read or write, so the 
paperwork was mostly left to Claudia. 

Surprisingly, Claudia was also busy, so she was rejected 
by Earl Thelesia before she was able to work as an academic 
advisor for the entire army. In addition to her fighting 
abilities, she was also good at tactics and strategy. We 
couldn't afford not to take advantage of that. 

It was obvious that we were both overworked. The lack of 
manpower was severe. 

“It also hurts that Elize-dono is out of the picture...” 


Claudia was tired as she grumbled, depressinglly. | 
couldn’t help but sigh even though | knew that there was 
nothing | could do. 

“... |can’t leave Elize to her own devices since she has 
been brainwashed once before, and | don’t know when the 
nun will contact her. 

| kept Elize Radka at a distance ever since 
Priestess Faris gave me that ‘warning’ and he was now the 
other Elize’s attendant. He was kept under house arrest and 
under surveillance at the mansion. 

After | woke up from my month- long coma, Radka 
told me why he had thrown the stone at me as if he had just 
suddenly remembered. 

The story began with his upbringing; the abuse he had 
suffered from his mentally ill mother, the treatment he 
received from the nobles and the hatred he felt towards 
nobles, that developed into a will to kill. 

However, he never mentioned the nun who had instilled 
in him a wrong impression of nobles. Radka didn’t talk about 
her because he didn’t suspect any of their actions —— and 
because he didn’t want to share his memories of her with 
others, because of how he felt about her. 

Which meant that there was a gap in Radka’s mentality 
which would allow the nun to take advantage of him. 

Hence. | concluded that he was dangerous, after | had 
collected myself. | was worried that the nuns who had a 
relationship with the hostile Nordsterms would find out 
about Radka and ‘reuse’ him. 

Radka was already too close to me for me to leave him 
alone and regard it as a trivial matter. | couldn’t abandon 
him either since | had lent the law and made him live, and 
as long as | couldn’t trust him, | had no choice but to keep 
him locked up. 

... | Know that | was the one who thought of that and 
carried it out. But even so, my emotions couldn’t keep up 
with it. 








What is the difference between what I’m doing to Radka 
and what | did to Kamil, who | kept away since | still couldn’t 
trust him aren’t | just repeating the same mistake? 


“ ” 
. 





“... Eliza-dono?” 

Claudia called out my name since | had fallen silent and 
she was worried. | slowly shook my head and got rid of the 
gloomy feelings in me that were getting stronger. 

“... It’s nothing. | was thinking of stopping by Neza Village 
on our way home tomorrow.” 

“Oh, those girls. | hope they’ve recovered from their 
emotional trauma a bit.” 

Claudia agreed, and that was where the conversation 
ended. The rest of the way was wrapped up in silence. 


“My Lord! I’m glad you’re here.” 

Theomer was probably waiting for us since he was 
standing at the entrance to the village. He raised his left 
hand and greeted us. Claudia and | also raised our hands 
lightly in response and greeted him. 

“Hey, Theo. It’s been a while. How are the winter 
preparations going?” 

“It’s been a while. It’s good to see that you’re farely well. 
The winter preparations...? | wish | could say that it was 
going well.” 

Looking at him under the sun, Theomer, who had spent 
the summer in Kaldia, had tanned a bit. His skin, which was 
reddish at first, was now the colour of harvest wheat. 

“The irrigation work isn’t progressing as far as | thought it 
would. 

| nodded at Theomer’s brief report and passed through 
the village gates. They had a wall built to keep out monsters 
and for security purposes, since there were no other human 
settlements in this area. 

Inside, there were a few rustic stone buildings at the back 
and the rest were just foundations for buildings. Similarly, 


there were stone-paved roads built and at the front of the 
village, which still remained untouched, there were nomadic 
tents and simple tents, gathered from the House of Lords, 
crammed together. 

This was the present state of the new villager. 

They had six more buildings compared to what | had seen 
before going to the royal capital. But it wasn’t enough for 
600 villagers to live in. A building which was originally 
meant for around 20 people, now contained nearly double 
that amount. Still, nearly 300 people were forced to live in 
tents. 

“We gave the homes to the children and elderly first, 
but...” 

“We can’t let them live in tents on top of the foundations 
for winter. | can’t send them off to Misorua a year after 
they’ve become my citizens.” 

The water level of the rivers and lakes in this area can 
rise in the spring due to the melted snow from Amon Nohl 
and cause them to overflow. 

Therefore, they have been working to raise the floors of 
the buildings to control the water levels from Sera River and 
the lakes, but the work wasn’t going well since many of the 
newcomers are children and the elderly, and the able 
workers weren’t used to the work. 

On top of that, this village was located far away from the 
other villages and is the farthest away from Golden Hill 
Mansion. It was dangerous for a village with simple 
dwellings to be isolated in Kaldia during winter, since it 
snowed heavily here. 

“... Alright. I’m sorry, but I’ll have the newcomers live in 
an area under my direct control again for the winter.” 


There wasn’t much else to do once we checked in with 
Theomer to see how things were going and decided how | 
wanted them to spend the winter. 


| soent the rest of the day asking people all | could about 
their lives: what were they lacking? Was anyone sick or 
injured? That and other small things. 

| needed to know their opinions so that | could decide 
which of Carlson’s woodworks | needed to accept as my 
priority next spring and which supplies | should purchase. | 
must talk to Bellway as soon as | return to the mansion. 

| asked my usual dinner to be cooked for me and excused 
myself to the newly built lodgings. Then, | went into a 
simple tent filled with children. The newcomers, who 
weren't familiar with the noble system, gladly accepted my 
request. 

The dinner | received that day was steamed pumpkin and 
river fish, fermented horse milk, seafood soup with greens 
and cheese. The pumpkin was smooth rather than soggy 
and felt pleasant on my tongue. It wasn’t as sweet as | 
thought it would be, but it was delicious. 

| asked for my usual dinner, but the cheese was probably 
a service. They do have a few goats, but they needed citrus 
fruit to make cheese. The distribution route for citrus fruits 
had ceased in Kaldia, so cheese is a luxury item. 

“So, this is pumpkin? Yummy! It has a rich flavour even 
though it’s a vegetable.” 

“Yes.” 

Claudia also seemed to like pumpkin. Claudia, who was 
eating her steamed pumpkin with joy, was offered a second 
serving. 

In the evening, | spent time with the other children my 
age. | listened to them talk about fishing and talked with 
them about hunting, and for the first time in my life, | didn’t 
think about troublesome things. We kept talking until | fell 
asleep with excitement. 

It was fun, so much so that | felt sad about leaving the 
next day. 


“My Lord?! Wh-wha...?” 


| stopped by Neza Village on the way home and 
Surprised... or rather, scared the chief and his wife. Well, it 
was a sudden visit, so it was no surprise that they’re 
frightened. 

“Ah, I'm sorry to have startled you... | was just stopping 
by on my way back from the newcomer’s village to check on 
the girls from the other day.” 

“Those girls...?” 

The chief confirmed in confusion. When | nodded, the two 
panicked and quickly tried to call for the girls, so | quickly 
stopped them. 

“W-we'll call them right away!” 

“Wait, why are you calling them here when | came to 
check up on them? I'll go visit them.” 

The two village girls had regained their spirits, even 
though they still feared men. They couldn’t work in the 
fields or do public work anymore, but they spent their time 
tending to farm tools, twisting ropes, and taking care of the 
chickens that the village started to raise last year. 

Although | couldn’t talk to the villagers individually like | 
had at the newcomer’s village, | asked some of them about 
their lives and their preparations for winter before heading 
home. 

It has been five years since Earl Thelesia implemented his 
rebuilding policy, and their lives seemed to be slowly getting 
back to normal. | wonder if it’s time for us to start producing 
our own cloth and yarn, which we have always imported. 

Maybe we can get goats and sheep from Henznite next 
year. We have to revive the technology that has been left 
behind, or related costs will increase greatly. | deliberately 
ignored the fact that behind all this enthusiasm, there would 
be more work to be done. 


There were tents for the newcomers lined up on the hill to 
the north of the Golden Hill Mansion. The first snowfall 
ended, and it became sunny for the first time in a while. 


This scene was here last year under the instructions of 
Earl Thelesia, but this was my first time seeing it. At that 
time, | was busy with rehabilitation and work, so | was 
unable to leave the mansion. 

However, the newcomers could avoid being isolated and 
helpless in the snow this way. With a large number of 
children and old people, and a different lifestyle in an 
unfamiliar land, the newcomers would soon become 
dissatisfied if we don’t take care of them. 

But that’s not all, there were also some obvious benefits. 

The villagers of Claria Village, the biggest area under 
direct control to the south, are taking an interest in the 
culture and belongings of the newcomers. 

Because of its proximity to the area under my direct 
control, Claria Village has the lightest scars from my father’s 
time, and it was also one of the earlier villages that Earl 
Thelesia had provided aid to. There were many squires from 
this village, and many of the fief soldiers had married brides 
from this village, so their ill feelings towards the feudal lord 
are relatively weak. They also had a lot of citizens from 
other fiefs stay in their village, so they were more or less 
friendly towards the newcomers. 

“Last year, they gave us pumpkins, livestock, dairy 
products and cloth in exchange for bread, eggs, straw and 
rye. | think some of us received cookware from them too.” 

They also bantered with the newcomers according to 
Theomer. The old people who were around since before my 
father’s misgovernance began, really wanted cheese. 

Artolas and the old language spoken in the Jugfena region 
had some words in common, so the villagers used that to 
communicate with the Sill Tribe. 

“Please interact with them again this year if you can. 
There are a lot of villagers in Claria, and a lot of things are 
gathered there, so they have connections with other 
villages. It’s quite convenient for you to be accepted by 
them.” 


| talked with Theomer about how they would spend the 
winter while helping put the horses into the wooden fences 
that the army fief had prepared for them. 

The Sill Tribe horses are smaller than the fief army 
horses, but they were short and stout and had great 
endurance. They were well-trained, but had rough 
temperaments, and | wasn’t used to dealing with them, so | 
had a hard time pulling them into the fence. 

“Though, we can’t slaughter cattle anymore and we can’t 
make cheese either.” 

“ .. | think we can import lemons. Could you just make a 
few? I'll give you ten goats next spring.” 

If we’re going to get goats into the fief anyway, then the 
ones who can handle them the best is the Sill Tribe. I’m 
going to give some goats to villages that have recovered 
and had time to take care of livestock, like Claria and Neza, 
but since I’m going to buy different kinds of goats, I’d like to 
leave them to the Sill Tribe first and let them create 
techniques that are suitable for raising the goats. 

“Ten goats...? I’ll talk to the other clan chiefs.” 

“Thanks. Also, can you train the cavalry again this year?” 

“Yeah, that’s fine. You should participate this year too; 
can you be there? As the leader, shouldn’t you know the 
battle formation and how to handle a horse?” 

Although the new cavalry troops are led by retired 
cavalrymen from the Luctfeld fief, they would be returning 
to their fief between winter and spring. So, | had the Sill 
Tribe, an equestrian tribe, train the troops, and it worked out 
great. The way they handled horses was fundamentally 
different. 

“We can let a few warriors join the army when we 
stabilise our situation instead of just having them there for 
winter...” 

“Really? Aren’t the warriors important people who protect 
your clans?” 


“No, our people are being protected by you now, not the 
warriors. Not living like a warrior isn’t to protect our pride, 
right?” 

Theomer said. The corners of his mouth lifted up into a 
grin and a big smile appeared on his face. | see, he’s right. 

“... You're right. There’s no problem since you'll be in my 
private army.” 

“Use us well. You’re our King.” 

What? 

An unbelievable title came out of his mouth, but well, | 
don’t mind so | ignored it. I’m sure a King to them is 
someone who has a higher position than a clan chief. That’s 
probably all. 





Chapter 10 


Part 1 


Golden Hill Mansion, a traditional stone building, was built 
before my great-grandfather’s time, and was quite cold in 
winter. The coldness in the rooms pierced through the bone 
without a fireplace, and the walls and floors were cold too. 

Naturally, the dungeon, which wasn’t equipped with any 
heating equipment, was extremely cold. There were also 
Small holes which lead directly above, for ventilation, which 
made the dungeon even colder than the storehouse during 
winter. 

The winter draft was strong, and the unreliable fire in the 
dungeon flickered weakly. 

| wrapped my thick fur cloak tightly around my body as | 
went down into the dungeon, then there was a crash, and 
the iron bars shook. 

“What's the matter? It’s noisy.” 

“Let me out of here! | beg you! I’m going to freeze to 
death...!” 

The mournful voice pleading from the other side of the 
bar belonged to a slender man, one of the two prisoners 
held in this cell since summer. He was shivering, unable to 
protect himself from the cold in his thin clothing. His blonde 
hair was a shadow of its former self; dirty and turning a 
murky shade. 

“Shut up... Don’t beg for your life...!” 

From the depths of the cell next to him, the other man 
feebly did his best to draw out a weak yell. It seemed 


especially exhausting for their older age. Was he exhausted 
because | tormented him more than the other man? He was 
the first to be interrogated, an alleged noble who spoke 
fluent Arxian, and also seemed to be the leader of the 
bandits. 

| watched them in silence without answering either of 
them, then the blonde man shouted back at the next cell in 
frustration and impatience. 

“Shut up! If you want to die that much, then die alone! | 
don’t want to freeze to death...!” 

“You... have you forgotten your loyalty to God...!?” 

“| haven't!” 

The man punched the bars. After being captive for a long 
time, the man’s will finally succumbed to the life- 
threatening winter cold. 

“Hey, I'll tell you anything... and everything... save me, 
let me out of here.... My feet, my toes are hurting so bad...!” 

Severe pain in the toes probably meant frostbites. They 
weren't given shoes, so their toes seemed to have frozen 
before their fingers. Seven days had already passed since 
snow fell and the temperature dropped rapidly. The areas 
where he has frostbites are probably already completely 
dead. 

“.. | see. Yeah, alright. I’ll let you out if you give me 
information. We’ll even take a look at your feet.” 

| think | let out a terribly coaxing voice. Unusually, the 
edges of my lips lifted up on their own. 

“Really?!” 

“Of course. Honestly, we can’t take care of people who 
keep silent forever.” 

The blonde man shouted with joy while the other man 
groaned in anger. 

“How are you taking care of us!? This...!” 

“Shut up!” 

“You shameless bastard!” 


| watched in silence as the men, who had lost all their 
will, shouted at each other. It didn’t seem to be an act. | 
called out to the soldier, not bothering with the two men, 
and let the blonde haired man out of his cell. 

“Valon! DON’T GO!! VALOOON!!!” 

Finally, the dungeon door was closed with the man’s 
pleading cries behind us. 

| ordered the soldier to drag the blonde man, Valon, to 
the imprisonment room at the army base, and then climbed 
the stairs to call for Rashiok. 


| finally found Rashiok lying in front of Radka’s room on 
the third floor and slumped my shoulders. Why is he here...? 

| was going to have Rashiok witness the interrogation. 
The blonde haired man wasn’t used to large beasts. The 
mere presence of Rashiok was enough to frighten and 
fluster him. 

But the loyal Rashiok wouldn’t move from in front of 
Radka’s room. The beast, who was much bigger than me, 
wouldn’t budge no matter how much | pushed. 

Of course, | wanted to avoid coming into contact with 
Radka. It was only natural since he had laid his emotions 
bare and rejected me clearly; | couldn’t think of what to say 
or reply to him if we met. 

| already knew why he couldn’t keep up with his 
emotions. | knew but couldn’t do anything about it. 

Rashiok cleared his throat in exasperation as | glared at 
him. 

Although draconises were intelligent beasts, they don’t 
have complex thoughts like humans do, and their emotions 
are simple. His eyes were genuinely telling me that if | don’t 
want Radka to hate me then | shouldn’t do anything that 
would make him hate me. 

| cussed him in my mind, fucking bastard. Since 
memories of my past life have come back to haunt me, such 
crude words have come to my mind more often than not on 


impulse. The draconis, who | was cussing, didn’t seem to 
care and his long tail which looked like a snake shook side to 
side as he laid down in the corridor. 

Why don’t | just stop trying to take him with me? His 
presence in the interrogation room isn’t essential. The man 
had already lost enough of his will and had begged for his 
life from the cold. | let go of Rashiok and turned my heel, 
thinking that | would be able to shake the man up a lot by 
telling him that | would put him back into the cell. 

... At that moment, | fell to my knees and hit my face 
onto the corridor floor. 

| felt intense pain and heat in my nose. | wasn’t injured 
since the floor was carpeted, but what hurts, hurts. Above 
all else. | felt a terrible pressure from my back. Rashiok had 
placed something on my back. It was probably his head. He 
held the hem of my cloak in his mouth, making me fall down 
and was pinning me down so that | couldn’t move. This guy. 

When | held my nose and looked up, | could feel a warm 
liquid running down my nose. | had a nosebleed. 

“... Rashiok.” 

| let out in a low voice, but the weight on my back 
wouldn’t go away. | knew it was useless to struggle, so | 
quietly put my sleeve to my nose. Clothes are expensive, 
but carpets are even more expensive. 

Then, a small figure came up the stairs. It was Radka, 
carrying a book under his arm. What good timing. 

“Huh... Hah?” 

Radka looked confused before anything else. 

It was understandable. In light of my usual behaviour, it 
was hard to imagine me lying in the corridor, holding my 
bloody nose with a draconis leaning his head on my back. 

“... Hmm, what are you doing?” 

“What do | look like I’m doing?” 

| answered dumbfoundedly, and Radka rushed over to me 
and tapped Rashiok on the head. Then, finally, the sluggish 
weight lifted off my back and disappeared. 


This bastard. | cussed Rashiok once again in my mind. 
This was his goal from the beginning. 

“Ah... Let’s stop your nosebleed for now.” 

Radka opened the door to his room with an indescribable 
expression on his face. 


There was a bed, writing desk, containers and a shelf that 
held a bunch of papers and books. | haven’t entered his 
room for the past year, but it was as empty as before, 
except for the addition of a shelf. It wasn’t a surprise since | 
hadn’t given him any money or furniture. However, as | sat 
down on the bed and looked around the room, | felt the 
room looked dreary since it was big and wondered if | should 
at least put a sofa in here. 

“Here, hold your nose with this cloth.” 

Radka’s mouth was turned down at the corners as he 
took care of me. As soon as he saw me putting pressure on 
my nosebleed with my dalmatica sleeve, he took a scrap of 
clean cotton cloth from the first-aid kit in the corner of the 
Shelf, handed it to me and opened the window slightly to let 
the air into the room. 

| sat quietly for a while and my nose stopped bleeding. 
The pain from hitting my face onto the floor had also 
receded. | know that Rashiok will probably do the exact 
same thing again if | leave now. 

| hesitated for a while, then decided to play it safe. 

“... How is Elize-dono?” 

“Oh, she had a few Seizures today. She’s sleeping right 
now because she’s tired. She was so happy that she hadn’t 
had that many fevers in this past year.” 

Radka had no work to do while Elize was sleeping. 
Apparently, he spent that time reading, and he came back 
to his room to put the book he had finished back onto the 
Shelf, and get a new one. 

As Radka said, Elize often fell asleep with a fever due to 
her lack of strength when she had first come here, but since 


she came to Kaldia, she was gradually able to move, 
perhaps because the climate here was better. Therefore, | 
frowned when | heard that she was getting more seizures. 

“The doctor seems to be keeping an eye on her for now, 
but Elize-sama doesn’t seem to think that her illness has 
gotten worse.” 

“Give her the encouragement she needs. I'll also visit her 
when | can.” 

Elize’s seizures are greatly affected by her mental state. 
The weaker she is, the more seizures she gets. 

“Please do. She’s been complaining that you haven't 
gone to visit her ever since | was placed there.” 

“.. see.” 

| was avoiding Radka, not Elize, but it was true that | 
avoided going to her room because Radka was there. | told 
myself that | was too busy to visit her, but | felt awfully 
guilty when her words were conveyed to me. 

| nodded, unable to say anything, and Radka stared at me 
with dazzling eyes. 

“... You’re not using the masculine way to refer to 
yourself anymore.” 

His voice sounded strangely cold. | looked back at Radka 
in surprise. His expression faded and he seemed to have 
frozen. 

“That’s...” 

| didn’t know what to say. Radka’s dark red eyes stared 
into my red ones, as if trying to read what was on my mind. 
The coldness of his eyes took my breath away. 

My instincts whispered to me, I’m sure those eyes are 
more like mine than anyone else. 

“| know that you weren’t expecting gratitude from me 
when you didn’t kill me. That’s why I’ve always been 
thinking. | wondered why you would go to the trouble of 
educating me and keeping me by your side. You were 
obviously spoiling me. You probably still are, since you 
haven’t killed me yet, even after all you’ve said and done.” 


a“ ” 


“But at the same time, you also want to control me. 
That’s why you killed ‘Radka’. You wanted me to be 
someone other than ‘Radka’, right?” 

“No.” 

| declared as my voice trembled. | knew what Radka was 
trying to say. | was dimly aware of it, but I’ve blocked it out 
for the past year. 

“| don’t think I’m wrong. Somehow... you’re trying to turn 
me into Kamil.” 

The back of my throat froze. | wanted to tell him to stop 
talking, but my voice wouldn’t come out. 

“You wanted me to replace him. So, you were friendly 
towards me and tried to keep me close.” 

My head was burning. All sorts of emotions were raging 
out of control. My eyes flickered in front of me. 

He knew. Of all people, he knew what was going on inside 
of my mind even though | didn’t want to see it. 


An inaudible voice leaked out from my tightened throat. It 
was from my left wrist that | had unconsciously clenched. | 
felt slight pain as the thin chain dug into my skin from inside 
of my clothes. 

“Say. What do you think of me? ... I’m always thinking 
about you. | think about you to take my hatred out on you. | 
think about how to kill you when you show up in front of me. 
| think about what you’re thinking about when you let me 
live... Don’t you think it’s unfair?” 

Radka bit his lips. 

“| was kept alive for your convenience, but you didn’t 
give a single thought to my convenience.” 

He was absolutely right. 

Every time he spoke, his expression changed to one that 
seemed to be enduring pain. 

“... You didn’t even listen to what | had to say. It’s not like 
| was trying to deceive you at that time. | just didn’t know 


what you were upset about, and | was just trying to calm 
you down first.” 

Hah, Radka sighed and looked up at the ceiling. Then, he 
sat down on the chair at the writing desk, as if a thread had 
been broken. 

“| don’t know if you want to keep me alive or kill me. | 
also don’t know if | want to live or die... anymore. | don’t 
want to die, but | think it would be better to die than have 
you kill off ‘Radka’ and live as your puppet...” 

His voice was full of emotions. This was the first time | 
had heard this voice from him. 

Why... 

Why am | making such a small child say these things to 
me? 

| hung my head down. | couldn’t look at him because | felt 
too pathetic. 

“... ’ve been thinking about it all this time. But | really 
can’t... become a puppet like you want me to... Sorry.” 

Why? Why are you apologising? 

I’m the one who owes you an apology. The reason why 
you threw that stone at me, and the reason why | forced you 
to live and deprived you of your freedom, everything 
was because of my sins. Now | felt like | understood why | 
was so outraged. 

Perhaps, | had selfishly felt betrayed by him. 

That’s... that’s certainly arrogant of me. 

“... can’t cast you away even though | certainly don’t 
need you.” 

| wanted to cut off my ties with Radka. The 
relationship that had started off in a bad way and twisted by 
me; | wanted to cut it off. 

So, | had to say those words, which were fatal to the both 
of us. 

“l wanted to need you because | needed to take 
responsibility for killing you, and making you live. | wanted 
to make you special to me. | wanted you by my side, not 











because | couldn’t kill you, but because | didn’t want to kill 
you.” 

But it was impossible. Even if | forcefully treated him like 
how | treated Kamil, our relationship would only change on 
the surface. 

Because of my attitude, we both hid our distrust for each 
other and couldn’t understand each other, no, our 
relationship was much worse; he was the only one who tried 
to understand me and compromise. 

How could I, the perpetrator, force Radka, the victim, to 
understand? 

“I can’t kill you. How many people suffered 
because | live? How many people were tortured and died? 
How many deaths and sins have | overlooked?” 

Those were my sins, which Radka had pointed out clearly. 
Those were my sins against the citizens. Silence fell. | stood 
up powerlessly and dragged my wobbling body to the door 
where Rashiok was waiting. 

“| see. So that’s the reason...’ 

A muffled voice came from behind me just as the door 
was about to close. 

| eventually went to the interrogation room where that 
man was waiting alone, unaccompanied by Rashiok. 








Part 2 


When | interrogated Valon based on what | had heard 
from Claudia and Gunter, who had interviewed him 
beforehand, the man spoke without suspicion, and gave 
immediate replies without contradicting himself. 

He said that some of the bandits, including himself were 
followers of the Western Alfena Church of Lewa, and that it 
was the Western Alfena Church who had given them orders. 


Furthermore, some of them were nobles from Densel 
Dukedom. 

He said that they had come to Arxia to fulfil the orders of 
the church. 

They were to meet a woman named Deiferias, who was 
waiting for them in Agren fief, and help her. 

They had purposely advanced through Jugfena to cause a 
disturbance in order for their comrades to safely meet up 
with Deifarias. 

They stopped at Kaldia because it was the most 
desolated fief in Jugfena, or rather because it was the most 
ruined fief in all of Arxia, and they thought that they could 
escape from their pursuers here. 

He said that the rest of the bandits were actual bandits 
and were employed by them. 

According to him, the woman named Deiferias had 
contributed a large sum to the Western Alfena Church. 

It has almost been four months since we’ve captured 
them, but never before has a proper name been spoken. 

“What did Deiferias want to do with your help?” 

“Who knows, | don’t know the details. But I’m certain she 
was going to do something in Arxia.” 

Do something...? My mind was still on Nordsterm, who 
were acting suspiciously, and the nuns who were repeatedly 
coming in and out of that fief. The nuns in particular, were a 
danger, since they were spreading infamy about nobles and 
disrupting the order of Arxia. 

Agren, where the bandits were supposed to meet up with 
the woman, belongs to the family of the current wife of the 
head of Nordsterm. It was natural to think that Agren was 
complicit in their suspicious activities. 

“Then, does the Western Alfena Church want to expand 
into Arxia? Or do they want to destroy Arxia?” 

“Of course, they want to destroy Arxia. Fantics like Ramiz 
believe that this nation should be destroyed, since it was 
built upon the heretical religion, Xia. I’m... I’m different. My 


parents are like that, but | joined the church because of 
money. After all, it’s lucrative. There are many believers, like 
Deiferias, who sink a lot of money into the church in hopes 
of bringing destruction to Arxia.” 

“That’s why | don’t want to die while being associated 
with that ideology,” Valon spat out. It seemed that Ramix 
was the name of the man who was still in the dungeon. | am 
no longer interested in a man who will only become a frozen 
corpse afterwards. 

Nevertheless. If Valon’s story is to be believed, then the 
Western Alfena Church was only a church in name, and they 
were a terrorist group or organisation who are anti-Arxian. 
They also had a lot of Supporters. 

“If that’s their view, then it’s easier to understand the 
purpose of the other believers.” 

“Yeah. Other than the fanatics, the people who make 
donations are mostly merchants and nobles. The merchants 
are ones who are after Arxia’s concessions or those who 
deal in arms and medicine. Then there are nobles who want 
land.” 

In other words, they would stand to profit if a war broke 
out. Either, the merchants would gain special procurement 
contracts or they’re aiming to separate the vassal state 
from Arxia and will invest in powerful terrorist organisations. 

The nobles want Arxian land, so they will invest in 
terrorist organisations with spies to gain as much of an 
advantage as possible when war actually breaks out. 

... And, a noble from our kingdom, the Nordsterms might 
be involved in this? 

A scorching emotion bubbled in my stomach. 

“But if they’re being that showy, then they should be a 
little more well-known.” 

“The Western Alfena Church is a small church. The 
original church was much bigger, so it’s hiding under that 
umbrella.” 


... Unlike the Xia Church, there are many Lewa Churches. 
However, all of them seem to hold a number of small 
churches under them, and it would be difficult to find 
information about the smaller churches. 

I’m sure all of their major churches have the words ‘West’ 
or ‘Alfena’ in their names. It was impossible to find 
information on the churches. If all the small churches did 
that as well, then there were a lot of churches with the same 
names. Particularly if the church was small enough to only 
be known by the locals. It was nearly impossible to dig dirt 
on them. 

Valon waited in silence for a while as | thought in silence. 
But then a thought occurred to him and he spoke, “Hey, are 
all the Arxian kids as creepy as you are?” 

“... Who knows.” 

“You don’t look any older than ten. If you had been born 
in Densel, then people would have accused you of being 
possessed by a demon, and then you would have been 
killed.” 

“Well, being born in Arxia already makes you half 
possessed by demons in the eyes of the people of Densel,” 
the man continued. 

| found myself frowning. There concept of a demon didn’t 
exist in Xia, but | learnt that it was a word that was used 
frequently in the Romur Ringworl languages, which was 
used in the eastern states. With my previous life memories, 
it was easy for me to understand the concept. 

Hence, my reaction. The many deeds of the vicious Kaldia 
House were considered by me in my previous life as the 
‘work of the devil’. 

“Demon... huh.” 

Then, | think of the words that | was about to tell the 
man. Those words will really be the work of the devil and 
lived up to the Kaldia name. 

“| understand what you have said. | will keep my word.” 

" Really?” 





| also smiled back at the man who was beaming. 

“Yes, of course | will.” 

| got up from my seat, and at the same time, two soldiers 
restrained Valon’s arms from both sides, forced him off the 
chair and onto his knees. | borrowed a sword from Gunter, 
who was standing behind me, and held it up to the man’s 
throat. 

“.. Wah!?” 

The man’s smile froze. Those were the last words he 
uttered. 

The thin sword pierced him in the neck and having 
avoided his spine, the point now stuck out behind his neck. 
He choked as reddish brown blood flowed from his mouth 
onto the floor. 

_ ... | forgot to mention this, but you’re already a 
dead man. So, the only way you were coming out from that 
prison was as a dead body.” 

The man’s eyelids trembled slightly, and his bloodied lip 
shook. 

His voice didn’t come out, but | felt like his lips moved 
and said, ‘demon’. 

It’s too late now. It felt like | was already cursed when | 
was born into this world as Eliza Kaldia. 

| hadn’t planned on letting the bandits go free in the first 
place. They had injured and raped my citizens. It was only 
natural they should die and pay for it. 


000000) 


“Eliza-sama, it’s time for dinner.” 

| was surprised when a voice called out to me. 

I'd been holed up in my room all afternoon, straightening 
up some paperwork, but | became too engrossed in it before 
| noticed. 

| felt a dull sensation in my back and neck when | looked 
up. It seemed like | had single-mindedly done work for a 





long time. The candle that had been left lit for a long time, 
since it was dim in winter, had grown much shorter. 

“Oh , thank you very much, Lady Hortensio.” 

Lady Hortensio stood by the door and called out to me. 
She had come to call me since | hadn’t left my room. It was 
already completely dark outside, so she had a lamp in her 
hand. The light from the lamp flickered in the reflection of 
her eyes. 

“I'll be there in a minute.” 

| gently placed the quill back into the penholder to 
prevent the ink from splashing or spilling out and then stood 
up. 

Lady Hortensio smoothly entered the room and put a 
robe on me, instead of a jacket. The temperature in the 
room was maintained by the fireplace and a heating unit 
that circulated the heated air from the fireplace, but that 
wasn’t the case in the corridor. 

“Eliza-sama...” 

Lady Hortensio suddenly spoke when | had just finished 
tying the cord around the collar of my robe. Smiling gently, 
she looked into my eyes with a gentle gaze. 

“What is it?” 

“You're praiseworthy. You try to be a good lord and do 
your job well.” 

Lady Hortensio took my hand and wrapped her hands 
around it. She smiled at me when | returned her gaze and 
spoke slowly as if she was persuading me. 

“But before that, you are also a child. It’s wrong to treat 
yourself as an adult just because your position is no 
different than that of an adult.” 

“... |can’t do that.” 

| muttered with bitterness. Lady Hortensio’s words were 
warm and soft like the spring wind in a field. It slid smoothly 
into my dry and cracked heart. 

That was why it was painful. It was terrifying. | even felt 
the need to remove my gaze from my paralysing thoughts. 





The wood in the fireplace crackled and exploded. 

However, Lady Hortensio didn’t look away from me as if 
she hadn’t heard me. 

“No. You must recognise and treat yourself as a child.” 

She declared clearly. Her eyes were still kind, but they 
were also powerful. That was what scared me. 

“Eliza-sama. When Earl Thelesia gave me this job, he had 
certainly instructed me to treat you as an adult. But you are 
a child. Nothing can change this fact. | believe that the 
reason why you are suffering so much is because no one... 
and most of all you yourself, will recognise you as a child.” 

“... Please stop.” 

The back of my teeth grinded together. 

There was a presence at the back of my head screaming 
that | mustn’t listen, that | mustn’t let this woman say 
anything else to me. 

| had trouble breathing. | felt as if | was being strangled 
by soft cotton. 

“It’s unfortunate that no one in this mansion has ever 
raised a child. So, they don’t know how to make things 
easier for you.” 

Lady Hortensio spoke in a friendly tone. She wrapped the 
hands that were holding my hand around my shoulder. 

No. Don’t say anymore. A scream gushed from the back 
of my mind. 

| want to run away from here. | thought but couldn’t move 
an inch. Her arms gently wrapped around me as | stood 
frozen on the spot, like | had grown roots. Her arms felt as if 
she was holding something broken. 

“You're still at an age where you can act spoiled.” 

The words that had been whispered in my ears made my 
brain go sweetly numb like thick honey. 

| could smell the soft, sweet and gentle scent of milk 
coming from her. My skin, which was touching the warmth of 
human skin, missed the temperature and wanted to melt. 


If only | could relax my body and lean on Lady Hortensio’s 
shoulder, which was in front of me. 

This is mayhem, | thought. There was a warmth here that 
| couldn’t resist. There was a whole different world inside 
and outside of her arms. 

The back of my eyelids felt hot. The back of my thought 
hurt badly, it felt hot and painful. 

“... Eliza-sama? Are you crying?” 

Drip. Lady Hortensio’s hand rubbed my back in comfort at 
the same time as the lukewarm water accumulated at the 
edge of my lower lids and dripped down. 

« Please stop.” 

And yet, | couldn’t just sob convulsively. 

If you don’t want to suffer, then stand alone. Don’t 
make yourself vulnerable. You have too many enemies in 
your path. 

Priestess Faris’s advice, which spoke softly of death, 
echoed in my mind over and over again. 

“Let go of me, Lady Hortensio.” 

| pressed my hand on her shoulder as | said that. | saw 
her eyes shake with slight surprise, then pity. 

My heart was pounding so hard that it seemed as if it 
would burst at any moment. 

| covered my eyes with my sleeve and staggered back. 
Lady Hortensio’s arms didn’t restrain me. | stepped back 
until my back bumped lightly against the desk and finally 
felt an odd amount of relief. 

| could hear the sound of Lady Hortensio’s gentle sigh. 

“... | know this is rude, but | overheard the conversation 
between you and the dark haired one, Elize-sama, during 
the day. It was through a door, so | didn’t hear everything, 
but... the reason why you clash so much is because you 
haven’t experienced enough as a child. Both you and Elize- 
sama.” 

With those last words, her presence faded away along 
with the sound of footsteps. My strength drained from my 











body and | slid onto the floor. 

My hands trembled. | trembled in fear which was different 
from that sweet temptation. 

Why had | refused to accept Lady Hortensio’s words? 

| desperately tried to stifle the conflicting emotions there 
were making me sob. Still, in the back of my mind, | told 
myself it was the right thing to do. 

I’m sure Lady Hortensio was right. 

But | was certain that if she were to treat me like a child 
now then | would be weak and unable to stand alone. 

“.. Kamil.” 

| clenched the chain on my left wrist that he had given 
me. Help me, | wanted to say. Have | ever thought that | 
needed him so desperately since he recognised me as both 
an adult and a child? 
But I’m sure that if he had been here, | wouldn’t 
have said those words. 

| finally learnt the true meaning of the phrase ‘stand 
alone’. 





Chapter 11 


Part 1 


“Eliza-sama, feed the horse over here~!” 

“Alright, I’ll feed him.” 

A group of children of a similar size to myself were 
running everywhere carrying fodder in buckets. 

As one of those children, | added a lot of fodder into the 
bucket in my hand and headed towards the group of horses 
that had been pointed out to me. 

The buckets are heavy, and the horses move around as 
they pleased, so | won’t know which horses haven’t been 
fed if | don’t hurry. It was winter, but this work made me 
sweat. However, this job was strangely pleasant, and 
enjoyable. 

“My Lord, are you alright?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine.” 

Theomer had come to check up on me, and I’m sure | 
must have looked terribly childish as | nodded at him. He 
smiled wryly and left without saying another word. 

The mental shock that | had received from Radka and 
Lady Hortensio had left my feelings messed up, as if a storm 
had passed inside me. 

It’s shameful to have someone else say more, but | 
couldn’t stand it. Especially if they tried to treat me purely 
as a child like Lady Hortensio did. | felt that something 
inside me would definitely break and | was simply growing 
more and more afraid. 


Most of the residents at the Golden Hill Mansion now felt 
terrified. | know that I’m mentally unstable, since | mistrust 
them and fear them. It shocked me so much that my 
immatureness was coming to the surface. 

So, I’ve decided to run away from it. In layman’s terms, | 
ran away from home. 

| couldn’t abandon my job. Therefore, | ran away to the 
tents where the new residents were living, next to the hill, 
for this winter. 

| return to the mansion in the morning to work, but | finish 
all the highly important and prioritised documents at once 
and leave at noon. It was a really half-assed way of running 
away. 

| was originally planning to devote my afternoons during 
winter to practicing martial arts and training the army rather 
than work, so there wasn’t any particular problem with my 
workload. The only difference was that | returned not to my 
room, but to the tents on the next hill, after | left the 
barracks. 

This is of course, just an escape. | understand this well. 

Still, some things change when the environment changes. 
The chances of encountering Lady Hortensio and Radka, the 
people who I’m finding difficult to meet right now, have 
decreased, and the feelings that had me on edge will cool 
down a bit. 

I’m sure some of these problems will be resolved in 
time, as long as my emotions and age are the cause. 

Yes, | have concluded that my inner immaturity is caused 
by the fact that I’m mentally a ‘child’. 

By spending time with children who are the same age as 
me, | was able to look at my own strangeness objectively. Or 
perhaps, it would be more accurate to say that | had to 
confront my own immaturity and insecurity. 

| have memories of a woman from my previous life. | 
followed those memories and tried pointlessly to be an 
‘adult’. 





But that woman and | are completely different people. 

My reasonings did come from those memories. It’s also 
true that when my ego as Eliza wasn’t established yet, | 
used those memories as a substitute for my own personally. 
But those memories belong to the woman in my previous 
life, and I’ve never experienced them. | am disconnected 
from her feelings and will. It’s impossible for my mentality to 
grow by following those memories. 

We were born and raised differently and even the world 
we live in is different. The way we perceive things, what 
makes us happy, what makes us feel pain, everything 
about us is different, so why did | become an ‘adult’ by 
following her memories? | didn’t even realise that, and my 
mentality didn’t grow as much as it should have. 

| pretended to be an adult because of those memories, 
even though | was supposed to ignore them. What a 
contradictory and foolish thing to do, now that | realised it. 

My life among the Sill Tribe children is passing peacefully. 
When you’re at peace, you'll be able to discover yourself. 

I'll admit it. My mentality is still childish. 

I’m even younger and more inexperienced than the Sill 
Tribe children, with whom | have come to spend my days. | 
was born and live as Eliza, and | haven't lived for eight 
years. 

On the other hand, the memories of my previous life, 
which | had inherited by some mistake, made me look like 
an adult, and | misjudged myself according to those 
memories. My ugly and distorted interior spread confusion 
to those around me. 

Radka sees me as an adult and as his guardian. Earl 
Thelesia treats me as a responsible adult. And yet, my mind 
was too immature to respond to them. 

And Lady Hortensio who tried to treat me as a child. To be 
spoiled by her is like throwing away all my responsibilities. 
It’s an act that would stop me from standing on my own 
strength. My sin will never allow me to do that. 





It took me nearly three years to realise that. It was 
beyond foolish. 

The only reason why | was able to admit this without 
mocking myself was because of the children. They know I’m 
the feudal lord. But they understand that I’m just a child, 
and they gently confront me with that fact. 

... Well, even if | recognise this, it’s going to take me 
some time to sort out my feelings so that | can accept it. 

“Eliza-sama, are you done over there?” 

When | managed to feed all the horses that had been 
entrusted to me, a girl the same age as me, who had 
probably been waiting for me, called out to me from behind. 

It’s already been half a month since | was allowed to 
sleep and wake up in the new citizens’ tents. I’m staying in 
the tent where the Sill Tribe orphans were staying. 

“Yeah, I’m done.” 

“Then, that’s all for today. Let’s go get something to eat.” 
She grinned and grabbed my hand, and we returned to 
our tent. When | first came here, | got lost all the time since 
the tents looked the same, and since then, someone has 

always held my hand as | walked. 

“Here’s a rag and a change of clothes. If you don’t wipe 
your sweat away, then you'll catch a cold, so make sure to 
wipe it off, alright?” 

“I know. I'll be fine.” 

The children in the tent basically treat me as a 
‘newcomer’. The children were amused by my unfamiliarity 
with the Sill Tribe’s lifestyle and took care of me. 

It was really interesting to see the older children, as well 
as the younger children, act as if they were my older 
brothers and sisters. It must be quite refreshing to take care 
of someone when they’re the ones who are usually taken 
care of. 

| felt relieved by the carefree nature of this situation. 

The clothes | was given to wear were the Sill Tribe 
traditional clothes. The tunic and dalmatica that | usually 


wear were also unique to the Jugfena region. There wasn’t 
much difference between the two, but the Sill Tribe clothes 
had more vivid embroidered patterns, and there were more 
patterns of animals, such as birds and horses, rather than 
plants. 

| carefully wiped my entire body before putting it on. | 
didn’t need the girl to tell me that | had to wipe my sweat 
properly; it had already been drilled into my bones during 
my three months at the barracks. 

The felt tunic felt very different from what | usually wore, 
but | was getting used to it now. 

The girl must have known that | had finished changing 
since she peeked out from the partitioning screen. She 
walked up to me while putting her shoes on and skilfully 
fastening her tunic. 

“Hey Eliza-sama, what are you going to do today?” 

“Today... | have training with the army.” 

The sun has already passed in mid-air, so Gunther should 
be coming to pick me up at the entrance of this simple 
village. 

“| see. Your work as the chief, right? Good luck.” 

| nodded at the girl’s encouragement and creeped out of 
the tent. | was hit by cold air that made my face hurt. It 
wasn’t cold since my body was on fire, but anyhow, it was 
chilly. 

| put my hand to my mouth to warm up the tip of my sore 
nose and let out a white breath, and then the girl creeped 
out of the tent and wrapped a felt cloth tightly around my 
neck. Is this a scarf? This is something that doesn’t exist in 
Arxia. 

“Wrap it around your neck properly. It’ll be a disaster if 
the chief catches a cold.” 

“Ah, I'm... sorry.” 

| usually say my apologies, but then remembered that the 
children didn’t understand this, so | rephrased it. They only 


knew the word ‘sorry’. They tilted their heads in confusion 
when | had first said my apologies. 

“The only time you can Say sorry is if you really do catch 
a cold. You should say thank you at times like these.” 

| laughed a little since the girl had said that quite proudly. 

When did | forget something so simple? Like the girl had 
said, it was quite strange to say sorry when someone wraps 
a scarf around my neck. 

“Thanks.” 

“Yes, good girl.” 

The girl smiled and patted my head. | finally smiled. 

To sum it up, running away from home is also my 
way of starting over as a ‘child’. 

| glanced up at the Golden Hill Mansion, which stood on 
the next hill. 

| felt as if a child with black hair and red eyes was looking 
down at me from a window with an expressionless white 
face and muttered a wordless ‘sorry’. 

It might have been Radka... or it could have been an 
illusion of ‘me’, a silly child who was shackled and didn’t 
know what to do. 

| handed Radka to Lady Hortensio. | gave him permission 
to go in and out of the barracks, let him practice and attend 
lectures, let him come and go from Elize’s room, whether he 
wanted to or not. That was as much freedom as | could give 
him. | wanted to give him the status of a mere child who 
was living at the mansion. 

As long as I, who wishes him to ‘be like me’ , isn’t there, 
and he isn’t a feudal lord or a noble, then the adults 
and soldiers will treat him as a child. 

A child with black hair and red eyes. A precocious and 
clever child. A child who knows my sins. 

| had certainly tried to keep him close to me because | 
tried to get him to replace Kamil. 

But I’m sure | had wanted him to become another ‘Eliza 
Kaldia’ from the beginning. 








| wanted him to be another me, so | felt betrayed by his 
relationship with the nun, because it was out of my 
expectations. 

As expected, that was 

“.,. But | can’t let him go. 
as my family at least.” 

| couldn’t abandon him even though | didn’t need him. 
Only ‘family’ fitted that definition. 

| don’t mean family who are related by blood, but a 
relationship that was more uncertain and warmer as 
recognised by the woman in my previous life. 

Like a family. If possible, | would like us to be like siblings 
one day... | wonder if it’s too greedy of me to hope for that 
much. 





too arrogant of a wish. 
| want him to stay here 





0000000 


It started to snow outside the window. The timing was 
bad since I’ve almost done with today’s work. 

As | removed the reading stone that had been placed on 
my paperwork, in place of a stone weight, and pulled out 
the next documents | needed to look over, | stared at the 
chunk of glass in my hand while thinking. 

This piece of glass was a luxury item and was clear and 
had few impurities. This one small chunk was far more 
expensive than a single windowpane. | suddenly had a good 
idea. 

“Eliza-sama, what’s the matter?” 

“Ah... nothing. It’s nothing, Lady Marechan.” 

She spoke to me, and | dropped the reading stone into 
my sleeve, feigning that nothing was going on. Luckily, she 
hadn’t noticed anything. 

Lady Marechan tilted her head as she stared at the 
reading stone in a daze, but she didn’t seem to care much 
and returned to the paperwork she had been doing. 


She will officially work under me as a civil official in Kaldia 
next spring. She will still be tutoring, and will be getting paid 
for both jobs, her new job will correspond with the job she’s 
currently doing. Even now, she was assisting me with my 
job, while also carefully correcting Elize’s essays. 

| turned my gaze back to my own work. | scanned over 
the few remaining reports and applications from the army 
and created a simple summary from the important details 
and signed it. Then, | drew up an order form and other 
documents to go with the summary and signed that as well. 

All that was left to do was to submit all these documents 
to Earl Thelesia. If there aren’t any discrepancies, then it will 
be authorised. 

After punching holes into the relevant documents and 
threading a string through the holes, today’s desk work was 
finally over. | stretched, but my back didn’t make a sound 
since | had kept my posture and my small body was flexible. 

“Are you done?” 

Lady Marechan came to my side while pulling the hem of 
her dress loosely. She had never worn a tunic or dalmatic, 
the regional outfits of Jugfena. She always wore a plain 
coloured dress with a stand-up collar. 

“Yes, in good order. How about you, Lady Marechan?” 

“I’m also done.” 

Lady Marechan smiled back elegantly, but her expression 
suddenly clouded, and her gaze dropped to the stack of 
papers in my hand. 

“... Excuse me Eliza-dono. About the other Elize-dono... Is 
it really a good idea to stop teaching her?” 

| nodded my head in return to her question. 

“I’m currently living in the new citizens’ tent.” 

“Yes, I’m aware of that...” 

“l come back to the mansion for my work... This means 
that I’m giving up my position as the feudal lord and a 
noble, except for when I’m doing my job. | can’t keep Elize 


tied up in a position that requires education while I’m acting 
like this.” 

Lady Marechan shook her head slightly at my 
explanation. It sounded as if | was giving up. 

“But, give her lecturers if she wants them.” 

Lady Marechan should have not known anything about 
the quarrel between Radka and I, but she looked at me as if 
she had something to say. But in the end, she lowered her 
gaze without saying a single word. 

I’m sure she wanted to tell me to do something about it. 
Even if she didn’t want to say that, she probably wanted to 
ask me what was going on. 

But she won’t tread into the topic. 

Lady Marechan entered this house as a tutor. Of the 
numerous workers in a household, the tutor is the only 
person who will move onto the next house once her service 
iS over. 

Therefore, she doesn’t tread onto the problems of the 
residents of Golden Hill Mansion. That became much more 
obvious when more people started staying at the mansion. 

Hence, it seemed really ironic to me that | now feel most 
at ease beside her in this mansion. 


Part 2 


“Ah, welcome back Eliza-sama!” 

“I’m back.” 

On the days when | wasn’t participating in army training, 
| would return to the new citizens’ tent at noon to eat lunch, 
and do the work assigned to the tent that | was staying at, 
before returning to the mansion to practice martial arts 
again. 

“Eliza-sama, aren’t you tired from working?” 

“It’s started to snow, aren’t you cold?” 


“You're a little wet! Come closer to the stove.” 

As soon as | entered the tent, a few of the children inside 
instantly walked up to me. One of them took my hand as 
soon as they spoke to me and pulled me to the central 
stove. 

“Oh, it’s alright. Rashiok gave me a ride today.” 

Although Rashiok had finally stopped growing, he was 
taller than a warhorse. My small and young physique didn’t 
allow me to straddle him, so | had him wear a saddle even if 
he hated it. | don’t know if I’ve grown enough to straddle 
him with a saddle on, or if this means that I’ve gotten better 
at it than | was a year ago. 

“Raishok is a draconisha, right?” 

As soon as | mentioned the word ‘Rashiok’, the children 
started buzzing. | think | only talked about Rashiok during 
my inspection, but they had remembered him. 

“Yes. But we call them draconis in Arxia.” 

“Is he still here?” 

“Yes. He’s waiting outside of the tent.” 

The children seemed very interested in Rashiok, and they 
shouted in joy when | pointed at the entrance of the tent. 

“| want to see him!” 

“| knew you would say that. It’s cold outside, so I’Il call 
him inside.” 

“Okay!” 

| smiled because their eyes were brimming with curiosity 
and my heart felt slightly warm. Their straightforwardness 
was radiant, and | felt very jealous of them. 

That was the kind of personality | couldn’t have. Neither 
could Radka, who had a distorted upbringing, or Elize, who 
was born sickly. 

Their image overlapped with Claudia’s. She’s a 
straightforward girl, which was unimaginable for a noble. 

Then | suddenly realised. | felt a little uncomfortable 
around her when she had first come to this fief, to the 


extent that | felt exhausted from each and every one of her 
actions. 

Thinking back, maybe it was the flipside of being envious. 
| will never be like these children, nor will | grow up to be 
like Claudia. 

I’m so glad | left the mansion. 

| envy them. But now, | can honestly admit that they’re 
different from me, and that | can never be like them. 

I’m sure that | need to know myself to get rid of my 
distorted mind. 

And so, I'll learn how to become an adult on my 
own. | will learn how to be an adult not from adults, but from 
children my own age. 

| called Rashiok into the tent. The children timidly, yet 
cheerfully surrounded the draconis. 

. Wow.” 

“It’s alright. He’s like a horse or sheep. He’s a good boy 
as long as you don’t do anything terrible to him.” 

| smiled wryly at the children who had frozen from the 
overwhelming pressure of their first time seeing a draconis, 
and stood next to Rashiok first and rubbed his nose. Rashiok 
was perplexed since he wasn’t used to being surrounded by 
this many children, but he sprawled on the spot in the 
meantime. 

“Eliza-sama, can | touch him?” 

“Rashiok doesn’t have fur, he has scales, so pet him 
gently.” 

“Y-yes,” 

A few of the older children timidly stepped forward and 
touched Rashiok in turn. They were being very cautious. 

“Wow, he feels so slick.” 

“He’s not like a horse at all.” 














The other children concluded that Rashiok wasn’t 
dangerous, so they began approaching him and reaching 
their hands out. They have been brought up with livestock 
since they were young, so they got used to him after a 
while. I’m not sure if it was because their touch felt safe, but 
Rashiok began to relax. 

Some looked at him curiously, some continued to pet him 
as if they liked the feel of him, others were fine with just 
glancing at him, and some were satisfied with keeping their 
distance. 

| grabbed the reading stone from my pocket and called 
out to the children who had lost interest in Rashiok. 

“Say, do you guys know what snow looks like?” 

“Huh? Snow?” 

They all looked at me blankly and | felt a little excited. | 
nodded my neck and they shook theirs. Someone even said, 
“Doesn't it look like grains of dirt?” 

“Let’s go take a look.” 

“But how? We can only see drops.” 

“I’ve brought my secret tool.” 

| said, then held out my palm and spread my fingers. | 
couldn’t help but laugh when | used the word ‘secret tool’ 
and let the muscles in my cheeks do the work. 

“What's this? Wow. It’s like ice.” 

“It’s not. That’s probably glass?” 

“Why does Eliza-sama’s hand look funny?” 

“You're right. It looks bigger. Oh, are you going to look at 
snow with this?” 

| nodded at the child who seemed to have understood the 
gist of what | had said, and the children’s eyes began to 
glow with curiosity again. 

“| want to see!” 

“Yeah, me too! Let’s go outside.” 

The children nodded in unison and each began to wrap 
their scarves tightly around their necks. Even though | didn’t 
really need one, since we were only going outside for a little 


while, the most caring girl quickly wrapped a scarf around 
my neck too. 

We creeped out the tent after we wore warmer clothes, 
and even though not a lot of time had passed since | got 
here, it had already gotten dark and the snowy clouds were 
hanging in the sky. It was dim around the tent and the snow 
on the ground was only dimly lit. 

The children circled around me this time. | laughed a 
little, remembering how they had surrounded Rashiok 
earlier, and caught the falling snowflakes with the palm of 
my mittened hand. 

| put the reading stone on top of it. Now then, | wonder if 
the snowflakes in this world are also shaped in hexagons 
like flowers. | stared at the chunk of glass in my hand and 
saw beautiful snow shapes, just like | had envisioned. 

“I can see it.” 

When | held out my palm to the children, they all looked 
at it with interest, and then all got excited. 

“Awesome! Cool!” 

“What?” 

The adults peeked out from nearby tents in curiosity 
when they heard the children’s screams and yells. 

“You know, snow is amazing. They look like flowers.” 

| suddenly got happy when | saw the girl’s expression as 
she proudly explained this. This hexagon shape apparently 
did look like a flower. 

“Where, where? ... Oh, you’re right. This is the shape of a 
snow grain? That’s amazing.” 

The man, who had peeked at the reading stone as he said 
this, patted the girl’s head and praised her. Oh, | see. So, it’s 
better to pat someone’s head when you praise them? 

| remembered that | had never touched Radka when | had 
shown appreciation for his efforts. Children should be 
praised like this. | now realised my mistake. 

The man patted the head of the nearest child for a while, 
then looked at me in confusion. | took a step back and he 


dropped his hand in hesitation. He looked as if he was about 
to open his mouth to say something, but his gaze quickly 
returned to the children. 

“... Don’t catch a cold.” 

The man chuckled softly, then returned to his tent. 

| watched him silently and someone suddenly patted my 
head from behind. 

“Eliza-sama. Wow, amazing.” 

After that, all the children came running up to me and 
started patting me on the head. | was squeezed and 
squished from all sides and thought, it’s a bit like a push 
and shove game. 

“Hey, it’s nearly time for lunch!” 

A child, who had stayed where Rashiok was, peeked out 
from the tent and said. The children cheered and walked 
towards where the food was cooked. As usual, someone 
held my hand, but there were too many children around me 
today, so | didn’t know who was holding my hand. | could 
feel the high body heat through my mittens on my left and 
right. 


“ 





Ah, it’s warm when everyone sticks together.” 
Someone noticed and said, then the children decided to 
move in groups like this from now on. 


0000000 


Today’s lunch was pumpkin potage with sprulpa anda 
yoghurt-like substance called mamiya. 

I’ve never had fermented dairy products or anything like 
that in Arxia. At first, | felt like | was ‘eating something 
precious’ every time | put it in my mouth, but I’ve already 
gotten used to eating it, since it was served once every two 
days. 

Sprulpa was made of roasted, ground black rye powder, 
which was kneaded with butter, or butter tea, and had a 
very simple taste. | liked eating these things since they had 


textures that weren’t present in a typical Arxian meal. It 
seemed like the pumpkin potage would have a nice 
sweetness to it if | added sugar to it. 

As | was munching on my food, the children around me 
started to chatter about their plans for this afternoon. 

“You know, today, the adults are going to teach the army 
soldiers how to take care of their horses.” 

“Oh, even | Know how to take care of a horse.” 

“Eliza-sama said that the people of Kaldia don’t raise 
horses much, right? They’re like the farmer kids.” 

The ‘farmer kids’ are the orphans who are staying in the 
next tent. The nomadic children and the farmer children 
have very different jobs and lifestyles, and it was impossible 
for the two groups of children to live together in the same 
tent under the current tent management system. 

The children nodded at each other in agreement as they 
had remembered that it wasn’t necessary for others to need 
horses like they do. 

However. 

“It’s not the same. The army is the King’s soldiers.” 

One of the children sitting behind me sharply remarked. 

“They are lowlifes since they can’t become warriors. 
Don’t compare them together.” 

“God, why’re you saying that, Aslan?” 

The children around me rebuked him in frustration and | 
turned around and looked at the child who had remained 
silent. 

The child, named Aslan, had blue hair and was looking 
down sullenly. There was a shadow around his eyes, and yet 
there was a strong light in the depths of his silver eyes 
which looked similar to light cyan. 

He hardly approached me, so | couldn’t match his face 
with his name. | see, so he’s Aslan. 

“Aslan’s mum, you see, is from the Jugal clan, but his dad 
was a farmer.” 


The girl sitting next to me must have noticed that | was 
staring at me, and quietly explained this to me. She glanced 
at Aslan and continued hesitantly. 

“When we started fighting more with Densel, Aslan’s 
father tried to become a Jugal warrior. But only men from 
the Sill Tribe families can become warriors. So, he couldn’t 
fight at all, and the Densels killed him along with Aslan’s 
mum...” 

“.. bsee.” 

| thought it was a sad story. 

There was a clear distinction between those who can 
fight and those who couldn’t in the Sill Tribe. Fighters, who 
are called warriors, are given two horses, which are 
community property, and are trained in the art of spears 
and bows from an early age. The requirements to become a 
warrior vary slightly from clan to clan, but they all have one 
requirement in common: the person must be a male from 
the clan. 

The Jugal clan is a clan with male lineage. Aslan’s father 
came from a different clan, so he couldn’t become a warrior 
no matter how much he wanted to. 

Now that | knew about Aslan’s situation, there was one 
more thing that bothered me. | spoke to the girl who was 
about to return to her meal and asked her a question this 
time. 

“... What did he mean by lowlifes?” 

From the flow of the conversation, he was probably 
talking about someone who wasn’t born into the Sill Tribe 
and was probably referring to the farmers. But | didn’t 
feel like there was that big a gap between the Sill Tribe and 
the farmers for him to call them by a discriminatory title. 

And now that the Sill Tribe have moved to Kaldia, they 
had to abandon their nomadic lifestyles and follow the 
lifestyle of farmers. They couldn’t afford to discriminate 
between people’s origins. 





“Ah... Well... A long time ago, the Sill Tribe were the 
King’s spears (Muchaitrel) and protected the kingdom, so 
they had a higher status than the farmers.” 

The person herself didn’t seem to understand her answer, 
but | understood the origin of the word ‘lowlifes’ from what 
she had said. 

The King’s spear was a noble rank in Artolas; they were 
words used to describe a ruling class. It was the remnants of 
a status in Artolas when it had existed. 

| put down the sprulpa that was in my hand and stood up. 
| could see the girl next to me blink from the corner of my 
eyes. | ignored that and walked up to the Aslan boy. 

The eyes of the children were naturally drawn to me since 
| had stood up alone. Aslan didn’t realise that | was standing 
in front of him since he was looking down. 

“Aslan.” 

His head jumped up when | called out to him. His silver 
eyes widened in surprise as he looked up at me. 

“What...?” 

“| heard a little bit of what you said before. Did you say 
‘lowlifes’?” 

Aslan nodded nervously. He looked confused since he 
didn’t understand why | was talking to him. 

“Don’t use that word again. Both the Sill Tribe and the 
Cellions are now... my people. There are no differences 
between them. They are all equally commoners under the 
Arxian King.” 

| explained in a slightly stronger tone; pointing out that 
while there was a being who was above them, there was 
already no humans below them. Perhaps he understood that 
he was being scolded. Aslan muttered reluctantly, “1 
understand” while frowning. 

... “My people”, this was the first time | had said those 
words. | didn’t say this to point out this fact to anyone, but 
for the sake of the people. | said it so he wouldn’t be 


trapped in past social status, and degrade himself among 
those he lives with. 


Chapter 12 


Part 1 


The snow, which | had seen with the children that day, 
continued to fall for four and a half months. When the 
clouds finally spread apart, winter was about to end. At the 
start of the fifteenth month[2]. This year will also be over in 
two months. 

... The story about the Sill children, who were looking 
after me, looking at snowflakes and seeing Rashiok, soon 
reached the people in the neighbouring tents. Children talk, 
and well, | don’t recall telling them to keep quiet about it, so 
of course everyone would find out. 

But | think | should have told them to keep quiet about it, 
since the children have been sticking tightly around me 
lately. 

“The Sill Tribe kids aren’t being fair! We want to play with 
Eliza-sama too!” 

“Eliza-sama will stay in our tent! That makes it fair!” 

“It’s not fair that you’re the only ones who get to play 
with the draconisha!” 

“You say that, but you’ve never tried to talk to her 
before!” 

“Whyy do you never tell us? You’re hogging Eliza-sama all 
to yourselves! Shouldn’t we take turns!?” 

“| won't call it hogging since there’s a group of us. Don’t 
you even know that~? And Eliza-sama isn’t a toy! So, don’t 
say that we should play with her in turns!” 


There was a boy and girl who were holding me from the 
front and the back. One of them was from the Sill Tribe and 
the other was a farmer’s child, and they were arguing with 
each other. It was a children’s quarrel. 

To be arguing since the morning when the snow stopped 
falling, children are really lively beings. Or perhaps, they 
were just trying to vent their anger since they didn’t get to 
play outside much, because of the snowfall. 

Judging from what they were saying to each other, it 
seemed that | was overly favouring the children in the tent 
that | was staying in. I’ve done something bad. I’ve already 
reflected, so won’t you two let go of me? | felt like | was 
going to say something | wasn’t supposed to say, as dozens 
of children squashed me from both sides. I-it hurts. 

“Then, Eliza-sama can come to our tent starting from 
today!” 

“Don’t be an idiot, Rekha! The chiefs are the people who 
decide where Eliza-sama stays.” 

The boy, who ended his sentences in a particular way, 
clung to me from behind with his arms around my stomach. 
Apparently, his name is Rakha. | don’t interact with any of 
the children in the other tents, so | didn’t know who is who. 

The girl who was hugging me by my neck is one who 
usually takes good care of me, Thiele. The two of them were 
yelping away at each other, but they seemed reasonably 
close, so they probably weren’t on bad terms. So, why were 
they getting fired up because of me? 

Should | tell them to stop getting me involved in this? ... | 
thought of the stupidest thing to escape reality, and | got 
goosebumps from my disgusting thoughts and regretted it 
right after. 

At the same time, | felt a cold sensation come from my 
head. My head hurt and | started to get a headache. M-my 
neck and stomach really hurts. 

Ah, am | going to die here? I’m not sure if I’m going to die 
from being hanged at the neck by one or two girls who are 


older than me, or if I’m going to be crushed to death, or if 
I’m going to die of suffocation... 

“Hey, that’s enough you guys. I’m talking to both of you, 
Radka and Thiele! Eliza-sama is turning blue.” 

The boy, who broke through the wall of children to 
mediate in the midst of all this, seemed like salvation from 
heaven or even a hero. He pulled away the two arms that 
were constricting me and skilfully tapped both the boy and 
girl in the head at the same time. 

He was almost the same height as Thiele and his azure 
silver hair swayed in the wind. Oh, | remember seeing 
this hair colour before. 

“.. Aslan?” 

When | whispered the name, | remembered from our little 
exchange the other day, the boy turned his head to me at 
once. His face was certainly familiar, and his innocent face 
looked surprised and flabbergasted. 

“You remembered... my name?” 

“Of course. More importantly, you save me, thanks. It was 
a bit painful.” 

“It wasn’t just a little, now was it? You were turning blue.” 

| shrugged as he gave me an astonished look. It was 
certainly painful enough that | was ready to die. 

| smiled twitchingly while looking off into the distance, 
then felt a timid tug at my sleeve. When | looked over, | saw 
Thiele. She looked apologetic as if she had just cooled down 
a bit, after being pissed off at Aslan. Then, the boy, who was 
Shorter than her, looked up at me. 

This boy is probably the child named Rekha. He 
apologised with his teary, innocent eyes and said he was 
SOrry. 

“I’m really sorry, Eliza-sama...” 

“| definitely won’t do it again, Eliza-samaa...” 

When Thiele and Rekha apologised, the surrounding 
children also seemed to have come to their senses and 
looked as if they were being punished. 





Those moist eyes, ugh, | was tormented by guilt. This was 
all because | didn’t think it over enough. 

“|-it’s fine... I’m the one who should apologise, I’m sorry. | 
knew that | had brought something unusual with me, but it 
was unfair of me not to invite the children in the other tents 
as well.” 

| thought that the Rekha boy had made a fair point and 
bowed my head in reflection. If a newcomer with a lot of 
interesting toys only gets along with a certain group of 
people, then well, of course it wouldn’t be fun for everyone. 

Rekha, Thiele and Aslan all looked at each other as if my 
apology was baffling, since | had been the person who was 
turning helplessly blue while they were fighting. When they 
looked at me again, Thiele had her tongue stuck out in an 
awkward manner, Aslan smiled wryly and Rekha laughed 
joyfully. 

“I'll call you guys too when | think of something to play 
with next time. I’ll talk to Theo and ask him if | can go to the 
other tents as well. Can you forgive me?” 

Rekha was still beaming as he looked back at the 
children, who stayed in the same tent as him the 
ones who were complaining about unfairness , then 
nodded and replied, “Sure!” Perhaps Rekha was the leader 
of the children staying in the farmer tent, even though he 
was small. 

“Il didn’t expect you to apologise, Eliza-sama, but if you 
say you want to play, then that’s totally fine. We’re going to 
make up with the Sill Tribe children.” 

The smiling Rekha and Thiele seemed to represent their 
groups. They said sorry to each other and lightly hugged. 
So, this is how you make up? 

They also bowed their heads at Aslan, who acted as a 
mediator. The other day, he was fired up and emotional 
because of the relationship between the lowlifes and Sill 
Tribe in the Artolas period, but he seemed to be quite a 
rational child. Perhaps, that was why his grown-up features, 








with a wry smile on them, made him seem a little older than 
the other children. He looked to be a year or two older than 
Thiele and me. 

Then, he turned around, gave Rekha a complicated look 
and spoke. 

“... Rekha. Won’t you stop using the word ‘Sill Tribe’? 
We're not the Sill Tribe or lowlifes anymore. We’re all 
Arxians, we’re all citizens of Kaldia now.” 

His expression was exactly the same one he had on his 
face the other day. Did he understand what | told him, or is 
he going with what | said even though he didn’t understand 
it? 

“... Yeah. Okay, | won’t say that anymore.” 

Rekha must have heard our conversation the other day 
because he glanced at me and nodded happily. 


00000) 


At the end of winter when | had become completely 
accustomed to living back and forth between the 
newcomer’s tents and the Golden Hill Mansion, | began to 
think about hastening the construction of the feudal lord’s 
mansion, at the centre of Kaldia. 

“Eda... Elu... Ele...” 

Just as | had finished working and was leaving the 
mansion to go back to the newcomer’s tents, a mumble 
came from above me. 

What is it? 

| looked up at the window above my head suspiciously, 
and | saw a flicker of bright golden honey hair under the 
cloudy sky. 

“Eli... Eliza-dono!” 

“... Yes, what is it?” 

| swallowed my impulsive sigh and replied. It has been a 
long time since I’ve had this exhausting feeling. 


Of course, the owner of the voice was Claudia. Was that 
strange mumble an effort not to get my name wrong? 

“| haven't seen your face in a long time! It’s been over 
two months.” 

A slightly excited Claudia leaned out of the window, as far 
as she could, and smiled at me. 

“That’s dangerous, Claudia...” 

The voice that was about to say ‘Claudia-dono’ cut off in 
the middle of the sentence, because the moment | had 
warned Claudia that she was going to fall off, the person 
herself tipped herself forward on the window frame. 

Naturally, Claudia would fall from the second floor 
window. | gulped. My heart felt as if it had stopped. 

“Huh? Did you say something?” 

Claudia landed flexibly on the ground like a cat, 
then turned towards me, carefreely. 

| couldn’t close my open mouth. What is with this person? 
Seriously. | want her to quickly go back to being in an otome 
game or being in a shonen manga. 

Having said that, | would really be troubled if she were to 
disappear. 

The scene was so shocking that it sent a shiver from my 
legs into my brain. I’m not sure if I’m angry or 
dumbfounded, but | let my fury out in an angry voice, even 
though | knew it was improper of me to do so. 

“What are you thinking?! Jumping down from the second 
floor!” 

“Woah!?” 

Claudia had unusually good ears and was startled by my 
sudden outburst, so she covered her ears. Her sky-blue eyes 
widened as she started at me, but | ignored her gaze and 
continued in a strong tone. 

“Please refrain from acting too eccentric. | thought my 
heart was about to stop.” 

“Eliza-dono....” 





Claudia called my name while still looking flabbergasted. 
Then, she seemed happy about something since she smiled 
dazzlingly. Ah, it really looks like a child’s smile when | see it 
like this. She looks too innocent. 

“Alright, | promise | won’t do it anymore. | didn’t think it 
would worry you so much.” 

“What?” 

Worry me, you say? 

Unexpected words came out of her mouth and this time | 
looked like a complete idiot. 

“You were worried about me getting hurt, weren’t you?” 

| felt like all my energy was taken away by the smiling 
Claudia. | replied, “Drop it,” while looking down, but Claudia 
didn’t seem like she was going to hold back. 

“Hmm, so... what did you want from me...?” 

| had acted a bit carelessly. Claudia tapped her fist 
against her palm while saying, “Ah.” That my pace attitude, 
seriously... It’s been a while since I’ve been this exhausted. | 
felt like | was wrestling with a curtain. 

“| have something to ask you, Eliza-dono.” 

| had no idea what she wanted since she hadn’t stated it. 
My face twitched, but Claudia didn’t care and grabbed my 
wrist. 

What the fuck is going on? 

“Now, let’s go.” 

Where to? 
| purposely ignored the two red eyes that were 
staring down at us from the upstairs window. 

| haven’t become a direct ‘child’ yet, so | can’t quarrel 
with him. 





Claudia had dragged me to Elize’s room where she was 
recuperating, just as | had thought when | heard the word 
‘ask you’. 

“Oh, Eliza-sama!” 


“It’s been a while, Elize-sama. I’m sorry | haven’t been 
able to come see you in a long time.” 

| bowed deeply at Elize, who smiled happily. | felt really 
guilty about avoiding this place for so long, even though | 
had a little more time since winter began. Radka had 
reported that her seizures have been getting worse, but | 
didn’t go to visit her and continued to go to the newcomer’s 
tents. 

“No, it’s fine, since you’re busy with your job as the 
feudal lord. Didn’t you send Elize-sama here in exchange for 
not being able to visit? That was very thoughtful of you.” 

Ugh... Her considerate words stung my chest and | 
groaned in my mind. | deserved this. 

Apparently, Radka hadn't left Elize’s side. | wondered how 
he spent his days, even though | decided to leave him alone 
for a while. 

“... Well, that’s good then. | heard you’ve been having a 
few seizures lately, but how did you feel afterwards?” 

Elize quietly turned away from me and looked somewhat 
lonely. | could tell that she was anxious from a glance, and 
that made my heart hurt. 

“1... still can’t go out yet. But that’s okay. It wasn’t as bad 
as when | first came to this fief.” 

“Elize-dono...” 

She was acting tough. | suddenly wondered if it was 
better for her to play with the newly arrived children. Even if 
she can’t run around like them, wouldn’t she feel better just 
by talking to them every day? 

... Maybe | should consider inviting some of them over. | 
need to discuss this with Earl Thelesia and Maya, but it is 
my duty to improve her health, as long as it’s about her 
recuperation. 

Elize happily started talking about her days with Maya 
and Radka, leaving me to Start listing candidates in my 
mind. This was probably the only thing she could talk about, 
so | felt like my idea was worth considering. 


“If sending Elize here has made your life a little more 
enjoyable, then that’s good.” 

“Yes. I’m having a lot of fun. Thank you very 
much.” 

Elize’s bashful smile was so innocent that it touched my 
heart. 





lam... 

| don’t see her much, but it was unsightly of me to find 
peace when talking to her and hated myself since she was 
so innocent. | felt absolutely at ease with her because | was 
convinced that she was too sickly to leave her room, and 
thus, had no way of betraying me. 

| struggled to swallow down my self-loathing for that 
despicable thought. | told myself that what | needed now 
was Self-affirmation, not self-loathing. 





Part 2 


“My Lord, you want to invite your playmates to the 
mansion to be playmates? ... Honestly, I’m confused. What 
do you mean?” 

Wrinkling his eyebrow, Theomer put his Knotted rope on 
the floor. He looked as if he didn’t understand me at all. 

| said a few words to Earl Thelesia about allowing the 
children to come play with Elize, and he told me it was fine, 
so | went to talk to Theomer next. 

“It is certainly confusing, but simply put, | just want 
someone to play with a girl I’m taking care of in my home.” 
“Can't you do that, My Lord? Isn’t she there to be your 

playmate?” 

Theomer was absolutely correct. You could even say that 
my priorities are backwards. But... 

“I can’t visit her often. Besides, she doesn’t get many 
chances to interact with others since she can’t walk 


outside.” 

It was hard to visit her for a while as well, considering 
that | might run into Radka, who | had allowed to move 
around freely in the mansion. 

The decisive break-up of my relationship with Radka still 
pierced my heart like thorns. Every time | saw Radka, it 
gouged the softest part of my heart. 

About Kamil, about the citizens, about the unnamed 
tombstone, and about myself... It’s hard to put it into words, 
but in the end, Radka is like a crystallisation of trauma for 
me. He looks like me. His life had been threatened by my 
father, he suffered persecution from his peers and his 
relationship with his mother who had turned insane. | don’t 
know what to think but those thoughts had slowly crept into 
the space where Kamil had disappeared from. Each of those 
thoughts were directly connected to the feelings of guilt and 
disgust that | had piling up inside of me like sediment. 

| haven’t forgotten that he threw the stone at me. 

“... Frankly, | don’t have a close aide right now.” 

My thoughts got too far off track due to my emotions. | 
thought about how to adjust the conversation and decided 
to talk about the plans Earl Thelesia had proposed for this. 

“What are you on about all of a sudden?” 

Theomer tilted his head. His expression was saying that 
he couldn’t keep up with the conversation at all. 

“| don’t have any candidates for the job because there 
aren't any talented people around. Earl Thelesia is quite 
isolated for a noble, so | have little connections.” 

The one and only Kamil had been trained for that 
position, but... he was gone. 

Claudia is too useless to have by my side for anything 
other than a guard, and Lady Marechan is too old. 

“... Oh, so that’s what you mean. So, you want them to 
enter the mansion as a playmate, and then have that 
person become a possible candidate.” 


Theomer took the liberty of guessing what | was saying 
and came to an understanding on his own. | was extremely 
grateful that he understood things quickly. 

“That might be the case in the long run. The original 
proposer of this plan is Earl Thelesia after all.” 

Wanting someone to talk to Elize and wanting a 
candidate as my close aids are two different things, and it 
wasn’t a means to an end. 

Well, it should seem promising. 

They were being treated exceptionally well as an 
immediate asset right now, but objectively speaking, the 
position of the newcomers was still relatively weak 
compared to the fief citizens. The citizens aren’t directly 
involved with the management of the fief, so they strongly 
viewed the newcomers as strangers. 

However, that would change a lot if the feudal lord’s 
close aid is a newcomer. No matter what kind of sentiments 
the citizens may have, the influence that the feudal lord has 
in their fief is boundless. 

“... |can’t agree to this without talking to the other chiefs 
as well. Just a warning. | can only give you permission to 
take them to the mansion, but it’s up to them to decide 
whether they actually want to go or not.” 

“| don’t mind.” 

If the person hates it, then even the feudal lord’s 
command won't get them to act. At any rate, they would be 
accompanying a guest of honour. Adults might not like it 
since they’ll be working, but I’m inviting a child, so | would 
prefer it if it was someone who would enjoy talking to Elize. 

And I’m not suggesting that they should live in the 
mansion. I’m going to send them to the settlement with the 
other newcomers after winter, and after that, it’s alright for 
them to come to the mansion in summer when I’m usually 
away from the fief. 

Being a candidate for my close aid isn’t something | can 
talk about right now, nor is it a sure thing. 


“So, who do you have in mind?” 

“Thiele.” 

“That was quick.” 

“She took care of me a lot at the tent... I’m really grateful 
for her concern. She’s attentive and good at explaining 
things, I’m sure she’ll make the perfect companion for a 
lady.” 

She has been very patient with me even though | 
suddenly interrupted their lives. She has helped me so 
much. When | thought about the things she had done for 
me, my chest started to warm and, at the same time, | felt 
embarrassed. 

“Alright. I’ll talk to the other chiefs tomorrow.” 

“Thanks.” 

After our conversation was done, Theomer quickly went 
back to making the rope. | was confused as to how to use 
the little time | had left until dinner since | didn’t have 
anything more to do today. However, | decided to watch 
Theomer skilfully knot the hemp rope. 

Ropes were something that the citizens also made, but 
I’ve never seen anyone make them before. | was genuinely 
Curious. 

Theomer looked at the rope in silence for a few minutes, 
then eventually turned around and looked at me. 

“... What are you looking at?” 

“You making a rope.” 

“Ah... Shall | show you how to make it?” 

He even told me that it was hard to work since he could 
feel eyes on him. Just ignore me. 

“I'll learn for future reference.” 

Theomer gave me a somewhat warm look as | nodded 
and moved next to him. What the fuck is that look for? 


It was already the beginning of spring as the snow began 
to stop falling and the sun began to shine through the thick 
clouds. The bright yellow pheasant’s eye peeked out from 


the thin layer of snow, and the wind from Amon Nohl 
softened, causing the rivers in the fief to rise and flood the 
unfinished Sera River downstream. 

“But we'll be able to stay there next winter, right? I’m 
certain of it.” 

“It’s hard to move around in winter. I’m sure the adults 
will finish the bank by then.” 

“| hope we get to live in a proper village soon.” 

The flat Kaldia fief could be seen for quite a distance from 
the top of the slightly elevated Golden Hill. 

| watched as the three childhood friends, Aslan, Thiele 
and Rekha, squint while staring to the east. | had invited 
them to visit Elize’s room once every few days. While 
listening to two of them converse, | interrupted them while 
thinking | might have said too much. 

“... There will be a lot of artisans coming from the rest of 
the kingdom to make furniture and things. This will allow the 
adults to get on with other work.” 

“Oh, | Know that! Eliza-sama hired them, didn’t you?” 

“Well, yeah...” 

Rekha turned around and flashed me a smile. | nodded 
vaguely in embarrassment, but Rekha and Thiele both 
grabbed onto my arms and bounced happily. 

“| can’t wait. | wonder if your castle will be done soon 
too.” 

Rekha usually talked in a calm manner and ended his 
sentences in a sluggish way, but he spoke clearly and 
quickly, probably because he was excited. Thiele, who was 
also dragged in, always looked after me and had an older 
sister disposition, so she went along with him. 

“IT think that would still take some time. Even though it’s a 
Small castle, it will take approximately five years.” 

| Knew that | would be hampering his joy, but | gave him 
the schedule just in case. This was because we are working 
on the village first, so the longer the village work is delayed, 
the longer the castle construction period will be. 


Rekha sulked. He pouted his lips and knitted his eyebrows 
together. 

“Eeh~, then | don’t mind if the bank isn’t built after all. | 
don’t want to spend a winter without Eliza-sama. Say, Eliza- 
sama, you have to make sure that we come here next 
winter too.” 

“Hey, Rekha. Don’t annoy Eliza-sama with your 
selfishness.” 

“And even if we move to the settlement next year, Eliza- 
sama might not come?” 

“Amm.” 

Rekha huffed and fell silent after being rebuked by Thiele 
and Aslan. | smiled wryly, and reached my hand out to his 
head, then tapped his head lightly after hesitating for a bit. 

“I'll come see you as much as | can until the castle is 
built.” 

“Really?! Promise!” 

Children really are simple, and their emotions change all 
over the place. Rekha cheered up and burst out into 
laughter. Then he raced towards the horse he had left and 
nimbly jumped on. 

“I’m going home first to make lunch!” 

After saying that, Rekha went down the hill in a flash 
before anyone had the chance to reply. The three of us who 
were left, Thiele, Aslan and I, all looked at each other and 
smiled wryly. 
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Claudia sat rudely at the writing desk while swinging her 
legs. The spring sunshine shone through the window behind 
her, and the backlighting made it impossible to see her 
expression. 

| counted the minutes of silence as | slump down on the 
couch that was placed in front of her. 


Claudia said she had something to talk to me about. She 
had only called out to me this time and hadn’t jumped out 
of the second-floor window, so she did much better this 
time. But Claudia had her mouth turned at the corners as 
she remained silent for a long time. Is she wondering what 
she should say, or can she not put what she wants to say 
into words? Unusually, she frowned and looked conflicted. 

A short while had passed since midday, and the ball 
inside of the water clock clinked and clicked to announce 
that. 

Claudia raised her face in surprise. She looked troubled 
as she turned her gaze towards me, then finally, she 
hesitantly spoke. 

“Eliza-dono... Huh? Elena-dono? No, no, Eliza-dono, Eliza- 
dono. Hmm... | would like to ask you something.” 

... Lapplauded myself for not looking down from 
exhaustion. Just as | was preparing myself for a serious 
conversation, since she made me wait so long, she had said 
that. 

Come to think of it, Claudia has finally started to 
remember my name correctly lately. Ah, I’m mentally 
exhausted and slightly dizzy... 

| held back my sigh and replied to her. 

“Yes, what is it?” 

“Ah... Well... | hope you don’t get offended by what | 
Say...” 

It was unusual for Claudia to be unclear. 

“It’s about what happened a while ago, but you executed 
the bandits that crossed the border at the beginning of 
winter, right? Why did you do that yourself?” 

The girl in front of me tilted her head in confusion and her 
golden honey hair swished around. 

| see, so it’s about that. My emotions didn’t go up and 
down, it just went straight down. Maybe this wouldn’t have 
happened if she had asked immediately after the incident. 


Claudia seemed to have easily guessed how | was feeling 
because of her sixth sense. 

“| did it for many reasons. So, | can’t say why | did itina 
few words, but if | had to say it then, it’s because | 
wanted to kill him.” 

“What about the other person? You left him in the 
dungeon to freeze to death...” 

“About him, well. It’s because | thought it would be 
troublesome to kill him. | thought I’d just let him rot away 
without anyone knowing.” 

Claudia nodded silently. She didn’t pressure me, 
remonstrate me, or agree with me, she only understood why 
| did what | had done. 

Seeing that, a question swirled in my mind. 

Why can’t it be Claudia? 

This is another thing that I’ve learnt now; I’m very selfish. 
| wanted to be treated as an adult because of my previous 
life’s memories and did my best to appear like an adult 
despite looking for an adult to rely on as a child. 

And yet, like with Lady Hortensio, it terrified me when 
someone treated me like a child, and spoiled me, since it 
felt like | would melt into a mess. 

That’s why | liked Kamil. He was important to me. 
The memory of Kamil, who treated me as a child, but saw 
me as a human, as a friend and as a feudal lord, still pierced 
at my heart. 

Is it a sin for me to think of him like that, since | couldn’t 
trust him, pushed him away, then sent him to his death? 

Claudia, depending on how | think about it, met the 
requirements. She’s as innocent as the children of the Sill 
Tribe, and she welcomes me as! am. 

But why can’t | think of her on the same level as Kamil? 
The difference between how | viewed them was very 
strange to me. 

“Alright. I’m sorry to have taken up your time. | should 
have asked you earlier.” 








Claudia smiled cheerfully as if her puzzled expression 
from before had been an illusion. Then she left the room 
unpretentiously. 

Then, somehow, the answer to the question | had came 
to my mind. 

I’m sure it’s because | haven’t been able to give a proper 
title to my relationship with her. Boss and subordinate, 
master and pupil, guard and principal, maid and master... 
someone of the same sex who is 12 years older than me. 
There is a huge gap lying between her and me in areas 
other than emotions, and | haven’t been able to measure 
the distance between us well. 

With Kamil, it’s easier to say that we were friends now. 
Yes, it seemed like a no-brainer. 

Surely, he and | were similar and different in just the right 
ways. 

And I’m sure Radka is too close to me. So close that | 
couldn’t measure the distance between us. 

| was a little relieved that | was able to honestly admit 
these things, which meant that my half-hearted measure of 
running away from home had been useful. 


Chapter 13 


Part 1 


The snow was slowly clearing away as we entered the 
last month of winter. My eighth birthday had already 
passed, even though there’s still some time before the 
birthday celebration. 

“What do you think, Theo?” 

| asked Theomer, the person who commanded the 
warriors, to confirm the results of the soldiers’ three month 
training with the Sill Tribe on how to handle a horse the 
equestrian way. Theomer watched our travelling formation 
and course change with a serious expression on his face, 
then quickly raised one hand when | spoke to him. 

“Asyl and Calvin’s squads will probably be fine. They’re 
quick to respond to commands, and their horses are lined 
up properly. Gunther’s squad is generally alright as well. 
Renan and Roch’s squads aren’t very good. They need to 
get used to riding horses.” 

Renan, Roch, and their squad members nodded to those 
words while being out of breath. These two squads were 
composed of those who had just joined the army this spring, 
and their handling of horses was still coarse compared to 
the other squads. But that wasn’t their fault since they had 
only just finished their training as squires and began their 
training as cavalrymen last spring. 

Anyway, today’s practice ends here. | tell the soldiers to 
disperse and also dismount my horse. 


Then Theomer thought of something and came over to 
me. He brought a cloth with him so that | could wipe my 
sweat. Theomer stated his business while holding the cloth 
out to me. 

“... My Lord, | have a proposition for you.” 

“Wait. We also want to make a proposition.” 

Before | could reply, | heard a voice from the side. | 
looked over and saw Gunter coming towards me with Calvin 
and Asyl. 

“Okay, I'll listen to what you guys have to say. Give mea 
summary.” 

I’ll listen to what they have to say for now and decide 
which one to give priority to. Theomer and Gunter decided 
who would go first through eye contact alone, and then 
Theomer spoke. 

“Then I'll say it. | think it’s better to turn Kaldia’s whole 
army into cavalry units.” 

It’s a simple suggestion. He probably suggested this 
because of the difference in skill level between the cavalry 
unit and the other half of the army the infantry unit. 

A lot of effort is put into the cavalry unit because it’s a 
new unit. Soldiers who are suitable for the job will be 
incorporated into the cavalry according to their overall 
ability and trained closely with the feudal lord. Thus, the 
infantry troops are made up of a mixture of soldiers, and 
both their skill and morale continue to fall. 

To begin with, infantry troops and cavalry troops are 
treated differently in Arxia. Cavalry troops excel in charging 
and mobility and require special training on how to 
manipulate their horses, so they usually attain a higher rank 
than infantry troops. They are equivalent to the knights in 
the royal army, and soldiers who belong to the cavalry 
troops even attain the rank of knights. 

But having an army full of cavalry troops won't 
build an army. 

“.,. What’s your proposal Gunter?” 








“| want you to make me the commanding officer of the 
infantry troops.” 

Hah? | managed to hold back the dumbfounded sound 
that nearly escaped from my lips. 

Gunther and Theomer glared at each other. Of course, 
they would; their proposals were solving the problem in 
completely different ways. 

“Gunter, are you alright with that?” 

The most surprising thing was that Gunter, who is 
practically the commanding officer of the cavalry troops, is 
about to throw that position away and be demoted to the 
infantry unit. 

Until now, the fief army had not instituted detailed ranks 
due to it being a bandit group formed from my father’s 
misadministration. Gunter was only placed as the leader of 
the army because he was the most skilful and used his 
head. Gunter’s request to make him the commanding officer 
of the infantry troops meant that he wanted me to create a 
rank system in the army, which didn’t exist before. 

To become the commanding officer of the infantry unit, 
which was ranked lower than the cavalry unit, would mean 
that he was stepping down from the top position of the fief 
army. 

“Yeah. I'll beat the infantry unit back into shape. The 
cavalry troops will be commanded by Asyl and Calvin, the 
two of them. The soldiers have a lot of trust in me, since I’ve 
been in the army the longest, and I’m the oldest.” 

A little behind Gunter, the two of them bowed at me. | 
know that Asyl has been working as Gunter’s assistant, but 
I’ve never paid much attention to the older man, Calvin. As 
a soldier and former bandit he is extremely 
calm. He bowed when our eyes met. 

“We need the infantry unit. That’s what | thought during 
the capture of the bandits last time.” 

What Gunter was saying is exactly what I’m thinking. 








“Yeah. The fief army is an organisation for maintaining 
security in the fief, and we can’t just focus on fighting the 
foe... There are roles that aren’t suited for soldiers who 
specialise in moving on a horse alone.” 

It would be too costly to train the cavalry unit as infantry. 
Thus, it was still more efficient to divide the cavalry and 
infantry units. 

“The point is the division of roles, right? The problem with 
the infantry unit’s lack of enthusiasm can be resolved to 
some extent if | lead them. | was knocked around by 
Claudia-jouchan, so | Know exactly what an infantry’s role 
is.” 

| have nothing to say if he thought about it that much. 
I’m just thankful that he said it himself in a place where all 
these soldiers’ eyes and ears are on him. If | had announced 
this, then I’m sure | would offend someone. 

“| don’t know what’s going on, but Gunter will be training 
the infantry, right? Then you don’t need my suggestion.” 

With my nod, Theomer, who had been listening quietly to 
the conversation, backed down. Theomer is an outsider to 
the army for now, so his actions were reasonable. 

“No, your suggestion was also good. Thank you, Theo. 
Gunter, can you wait a bit for me to make my decision about 
this?” 

| don’t have enough knowledge to establish an 
organisation by myself. | wanted him to wait so that | could 
consult with Earl Thelesia. Gunter understood my intentions 
and agreed without any particular objections. 

| want to make sure that we have a new system in place 
before the snow thaws, and | also want to take the 
opportunity to recruit new soldiers. Shall | try recruiting a 
few in Claria Village, where animosity towards me has 
eased? 

As | think about it, | also started to walk back to the 
newcomers’ tents. Then, Rashiok, who had been following 


quietly behind me, pressed his cold, wet nose against my 
hand. 

“Woah?!” 

| jumped back slightly, startled by his sudden action. 
What the fuck is he doing? In response to my raised 
eyebrow, Rashiok pointed his snake-like tail towards the 
soldiers as if he was pointing a finger. 

“... Eliza-sama! Chief!” 

An azure-silver haired boy rushed over to me as he 
weaved through the soldiers who were returning to the 
barracks. 

| see, so this is the reason why Rashiok stopped me. But 
couldn’t you have roared or poked me with that dexterous 
tail of yours...? He did it on purpose, this cheeky draconis. | 
tried to glare at him, but the cold made me sneeze before | 
could. Aslan laughed as he rushed over to me and quickly 
wrapped a long scarf from the Sill Tribe around me, 
completely covering my neck and head. | already had a 
scarf wrapped around me, but | was wrapped further with 
another scarf, so people can probably only see my eyes. 

“Thanks, Aslan. What’s wrong? Did something happen?” 

“Isn't training over? We left the tent to play in the snow, 
so | came to get you. Come with Rashiok, everyone will be 
happy to see you.” 

So, he came to pick me up? | nodded. Returning to an 
empty tent is a bit awkward. 

“Thanks for coming to get me.” 

“Ah. It’s alright... | got to see something good.” 

Aslan’s smiling gaze was following the soldiers’ backs. 
The newcomers are living near the barracks, so soldiers 
aren’t a rare sight... just what was good? 

Aslan laughed at me as | tilted my head, but he pulled me 
to the place where everyone was playing in the snow 
without telling me anything. 


“Hmmm... Around here? Huh?” 


Aslan took me to the border of the forest and a hill. There 
were signs that the children had played in the snow here 
since | saw a great deal of fallen tree branches. 

“Where did they go?” 

Rashiok suddenly lowered his posture at the same time 
Aslan said that dubiously. He’s on alert what 
happened? | gently pulled Aslan’s hand and stood so that | 
rested my back on Rashiok’s side. Aslan looked uneasy, and 
| gestured for him to be quiet, then silently checked my self- 
defence dagger under my cloak. | didn’t have my sword or 
spear. If it came down to it, then | would have to pull this 
out. 

| followed Rashiok as he followed the scent while 
protecting Aslan. The situation did seem strange, but the Sill 
Tribe tents and adults are far away. | couldn’t let Aslan go 
back to the tent alone. 

Rashiok stepped into the forest. The footsteps of the 
children were still on the ground although they were hidden 
by bushes... No, someone had hidden them afterwards. On 
closer inspection, the scrubs that hid the footsteps looked as 
if they had been cut off with a blade. 

After quietly moving forward, | heard what sounded like 
the voice of an increasingly annoyed man. 

“... Damn it. Don’t... cry... until we reach the village! I'll... 
kill you... if you make noise... shut up!” 

The sound of a small child’s sobs was mixed in with the 
fragmented annoyed voice. Aslan and | looked at each 
other. Aslan paled. 

Until we reach the village, is he talking about Milda 
Village, since he’s heading in that direction? | don’t believe 
it’s a coincidence since that was the village where we had 
captured the bandits. 

If he’s heading towards Milda Village, then they won’t 
reach there until midnight since the children have short 
legs. What kind of person does that voice belong to, and 
what the fuck does he want? 





“... ASlan, how many were playing in the snow?” 

| whispered, and after thinking for a while, he replied, 
“Twenty today.” 

The tent that I’m staying in and the tent next to me is full 
of orphans; they usually help the adults with their work. 
However, the younger children help less. I’m sure most of 
the children who played in the snow today are only four or 
five years old. 

“Thiele and Rekha played in the snow too. We were going 
to play with the three of us today, but the pipsqueaks 
seemed bored, so we took them with us...” 

Aslan added in a trembling voice. That means that 
everyone who was playing here was under the age of seven. 
There are probably only one or two kidnappers, but 
that was too much for Rashiok and | to deal with since we 
had to protect the children. 

“.,. ASlan, | have a favour to ask. Go back with Rashiok 
and quickly get the adults. Preferably a soldier from the 
army. Otherwise, get Theo.” 

“Eh... but then you'll be alone.” 

“It’s safer for me to be here alone than to let you go back 
alone. You know I’ve been on the battlefield before, don’t 
you?” 

| explained and Aslan nodded grimly. Then, urged by 
Rashiok, they came back the way we arrived. 

| watched them for a while, then followed after the voices 
with bated breath. 





The kidnapper repeatedly forced the children to quicken 
their pace. He yelled at them, grabbed them roughly, swung 
his fist around, and sometimes, pulled out the sword on his 
sword and stabbed them with the tip. 

Each time these things happened, | had to desperately 
repress my emotions. | was able to barely hold back 
because the man didn’t hit them. 


“Fuck, hey! | don’t know which one of you brats is the 
feudal lord, so | won’t hit you now, but my buddies know 
who the feudal lord is. I'll tear you to shreds and kill you 
later if you do anything stupid!!!” 

The man’s voice became louder and clear as he yelled at 
the children; it was as if he thought they were about to run 
away. 

Feudal lord, so that means I’m their target? | bit my lips 
and struggled to keep my legs from flying out to the guy. 

| grew anxious. If he has buddies, then | should save the 
children before they meet up. Given the circumstances, 
there was some truth in the man’s words. Otherwise, | don’t 
know why the man hadn't raised his hands at the children 
yet. 

Is it because I’m anxious and nervous? 

Suddenly, the sound of a large bird passed right from 
behind me and made me jump up high. | stopped crouching 
and my outstretched hand hit the bush in front of me. The 
bush rustled loudly. 

“.. Huh?” 

I’ve done it. Dammit. 


Part 2 


Faster than | could get up and run, the man looked down 
on me from the other side of the bush. He had colours 
peculiar to people of the north long, dirty blonde hair 
and pure white skin. | gulped. 

“Brat...” 

“... Ugh.” 

Bad, this is really bad. | looked up at the man and his face 
was scrunched up. 

“Don’t fuck around. When did you run off?!!? You fucking 
little bastard!!!” 





He grabbed me by the collar and threw me as hard as he 
could onto the muddy-snow ground. | tried to act as 
inconspicuous as | could. I’ve never been so glad that | was 
used to being rolled on the ground. 

Apparently, this man believed that | was a child who had 
tried to escape. Perhaps because | was dressed in traditional 
Sill Tribe clothes, like everyone else. 

The newcomer children widened their eyes when they 
saw that | was covered in mud. Before someone could say, 
“Eliza-sama,” a girl screamed. 

“Aslan! Why did you come back!?” 

It was Thiele who had shouted. Of course, there was no 
way she would mistake me for Aslan. 

“Did you run away?!” 

The man yelled as his spit flew all over, then he grabbed 
Thiele’s hair. 

“You bitch!!” 

The man swung his arm. It looked like he was seriously 
trying to hit her this time. 

“Wait.” 

Then, a quiet voice interrupted him. The man jerked 
upright and stopped moving. 

“| told you not to hurt any of the children, did | not, 
Jasper?” 

It was the voice of a young girl, strangely smooth and 
serene. And yet, it was a frightening voice full of sweet 
delight and malice. 

With an out-of-place dainty stride, a girl dressed in loose 
clothing that looked like a priest robe stepped out from the 
woods. A hooded figure followed after her. 

The girl gently took the man’s hand off Thiele’s hair, then 
she smiled calmly, like Faris, and walked up to me, who was 
on the ground. She tilted her head slightly. 

“Oh my, a red-eyed child?” 

The eyes, filled with a strange colour that looked like the 
sunrise and filled with terrifying malice, peered onto my 


face which was hidden by the scarf. Her smile was horrible 
and malicious. 
But for some reason, she slowly widened her eyes. 
Then, she muttered in a puzzled and ambiguous voice. 

“... No way. Weren’t you executed for throwing a stone at 
the feudal lord...?” 

She breathed out. 

Executed, she said. She knew that and mistook me for 
him this means... this girl is that nun who 
indoctrinated Radka with anti-noble ideas three years ago. 
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| opened my mouth to say something, but | didn’t know 
what to say. 

“Hmm? But his name is Aslan?” 

“Really?” 

The man named Jasper interrupted, and the confusion 
that flickered through the girl’s eyes faded. In exchange, a 
calm glint started lighting up in her eyes and | intuitively felt 
that this was bad. 

“You, were, executed. So, you’re no longer, Radka.” 

Those words came out immediately. 

Was she sure of the name she had uttered? 

The girl widened her eyes again, pulled me up then 
hugged me tightly. 

“It’s my fault that you died... But, I’m glad. I’m really 
glad...!” 

A voice overcome by emotion entered my ears. But | 
noticed something concealed in her voice. Her voice 
sounded frighteningly similar to the empty words father 
used to comfort his citizens. 

“Come, Radka. I’ve come for you. Won’t you come with 
me this time? Your mother has passed away, hasn’t she? 
You don’t have anything left in this land.” 

She whispered sweet, venomous words at me, and | 
frowned behind her hair. 

What should | do? 





The disturbed girl, who was trying to disturb this 
kingdom, was defenceless as she hugged me. | can kill her 
now with my hidden dagger. But it was impossible for me to 
take out that man, Jasper, and the hooded person who was 
standing behind her motionlessly. How can a seven-year-old 
child deal with two grown adults? 

Then, what should | do? 

“Where to?” 

| should 
out of her. 

“To the place where there are people who hate nobles as 
much as you and I. Nobles can’t hurt you again there.” 

“Then why did you kidnap everyone? That’s, just like... a 
noble.” 

“You're wrong. | did it to save them from this fief. The 
current feudal lord is still the daughter of that horrible 
feudal lord, right? Say, Radka, even if your life is better than 
before...” 

The girl paused. 

“... You can’t be deceived even if the feudal lord’s 
daughter saved you from being executed in secret. 
Someday, that feudal lord’s daughter will reveal her true 
nature and start tormenting everyone, just like the old 
feudal lord. Don’t you think so? If she really didn’t want to 
execute you, then she wouldn’t, then she wouldn’t secretly 
help you from behind the scenes.” 

“Right?” The girl whispered in my ear. | nodded a little in 
response. | see, so this is how you brainwash people. 

“So, alright? Radka. You must come with us. We need 
your help to save our people.” 

“... Your people?” 

“Yes. Yes, the foreign collaborators who have been 
captured by the feudal lord. We don’t want to be treated 
horribly by nobles anymore, so we’re getting their help to 
finish the nobles off.” 





pretend to be Radka and get information 


... }see. It seems like these guys have come to retrieve 
the bandits and are trying to demand a hostage exchange 
using ‘me’. 

“Let’s go.” She stood up and | had no choice but to follow 
the girl silently as she led me by the hand. 

The hooded person followed silently behind us, and 
further behind him, the newcomer children were looking at 
me anxiously as they were being urged forward by Jasper’s 
sword. 


“Say, why were you with the newcomer children?” 

After persuading the girl to take a few breaks, we finally 
arrived at Milda Village just after midnight. 

Jasper and the robed person broke into the sleeping 
village and occupied the chief’s house, then the girl used 
the village children as a shield to threaten the villagers with 
a smirk, “Call the feudal lord here, and tell her to bring the 
people she has in jail.” Afterward, she made the exhausted 
newcomer children sit at the entrance and windows of the 
house. 

They were quick to set up the hostages, so it was hard to 
believe that they were late to receive information about the 
bandits being moved to the royal capital... They are more 
accustomed to fighting than | thought. 

“Maybe because it’s bad if the citizens found me?” 

| was surrounded by the girl and the hooded person in 
front of the fireplace at the village chief’s house and joined 
her in her chatter. 

Sleepiness, hunger and exhaustion have impaired my 
ability to think, but the girl should be in the same position 
as me. The girl could have prepared better since she was 
questioning me while we were both in this state. | only had 
to pay attention to my words and attitude since | only had to 
reply to her, but the girl had to use her head many times 
more than | do as long as she was the one asking the 
questions and showing good intentions towards Radka. 


“| see... She’s terrible after all. | can’t believe she would 
suddenly throw you into the midst of foreigners who live and 
speak a different language... What kind of girl is she? Is she 
fat like her mother?” 

“No, it’s creepy how much she looks like her dad.” 
Perhaps the girl always knew this answer. As if to prove 
this, the girl smiled and nodded once she heard the answer. 

“Il know. It’s just frightening to think how alike they are... 
Hey, wait. Are there wolves in this fief?” 

| heard Rashiok’s distance howling outside the wooden 
window. It seems that Aslan has done what | had asked him 
to do. Thiele, who was sitting under the window, looked at 
me and | looked back at her. ‘Help has come’. 

| saw the hooded person react very slightly out of the 
corner of my eyes. They hadn’t moved at all until now, so 
even the slightest movement was noticeable. 

“| heard they sometimes come down from Amon Nohl. 
But they always stay in the northern part of the fief, so don’t 
worry.” 

“Then, that’s alright. | don’t like wolves...” 

Do they still not know about Rashiok? Or is it only this girl 
who doesn’t know? It’s possible that they hadn’t informed 
the girl since there were only three people on this kind of a 
mission. Or, judging from the attitude of the other two, it’s 
possible that the girl was the one who had decided to come 
to this fief. 

“Hey, they’re here!!” 

Jasper burst into the room. At the same time, there was a 
lot of noise coming from outside. 

“Let’s go, Radka. Come on, everyone out.” 

The children and | got up sluggishly. 


The village chief’s house was surrounded by the fief army 
outside. The girl and Jasper used the village children and the 
newcomer children as shields and demanded that the 
soldiers bring forward the feudal lord with a daring smile. 


I'll see what | can do under these circumstances. Rashiok 
seems to be lurking in the background too. With that in 
mind, | grabbed the dagger under my cloak to attack the girl 
who was next to me. 

Then. 

“... What the fuck do you want from me?” 

A smooth and somewhat unhappy voice. A small shadow 
stepped out from behind Claudia after that. 

I’m afraid | might stop breathing. 

Standing there was a familiar mirror image of ‘me’. The 
only difference was that he was wearing a veil to protect 
him against the cold. Everything else apart from that was 
really similar too similar. 

Why are you here? 

Even though | couldn’t let you meet this girl 

“... | have a favour to ask you.” 

My heart pounded painfully as | watched the interactions 
between Radka, who was standing there in the guise of ‘The 
Feudal Lord, Eliza Kaldia’, and the girl. | restrained the hand 
that was holding onto the hilt of the dagger which was on 
the verge of trembling. 

Radka Slightly widened his eyes in surprise at the 
girl for a second. But then, he blinked once and became the 
perfect ‘me’ again. 

The girl had yet to notice Radka and |. Perhaps it was 
because she didn’t know what Radka currently looked like 
and my face was disguised with mud and a scarf. She hadn't 
noticed our similarities, nor has she noticed the real Radka. 

“You caught bandits in this fief, right? We want to trade 
these children for those people.” 

“Trade? Don’t make me laugh. Those children are my 
people. They don’t belong to you guys.” 

“It’s the same, isn’t it? Those bandits aren’t yours either.” 

“That’s a funny thing to say. What problem is there with a 
feudal lord catching criminals who threaten the people in 
her land?” 
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Enough of this tedious conversation. You'll bring 
them here, won’t you? | think it’s better for you to make an 
exchange quickly. The children are very weak. We haven’t 
fed them, and made them walk a long way.” 

The girl started threatening ‘me’ for the first time. She 
was confident that | wouldn’t be able to abandon the 
children. 

... |see, so you did think about kidnapping the newcomer 
children. Even though they are orphans, it leaves quite a lot 
of problems in the future to abandon the newcomer children 
after they’ve been accepted in the fief for criminals. 

Well... that was only if the bandits were here. 

“It seems | have some unfortunate news for you before 
we can make a deal. There aren’t anymore bandits left in 
this fief. They’ve all been sent to the royal capital.” 

‘Eliza’ sneered in reply. But the girl smiled evilly and 
dismissed his statement, “That’s a lie.” 

“There are two left here. | Know they stayed behind after 
you faked their deaths. Valon and Ramix.” 

‘Eliza’ scorned and jerked his head at Gunter, who was 
standing next to him. Gunter nodded and threw a cloth bag 
in front of the girl. Two heavy things shook in the bag as it 
fell to the ground. 

“... What are you doing?” 

“You told me to give them back to you, so I’m giving 
them back to you. Why don’t you check?” 

“... Did you kill them?” 

The girl’s voice was as cold as a frozen lake. 

“You know that | sent the ones who were still alive to the 
royal capital. Why are you surprised? ... Ah, and what do 
you ‘know’?” 

| had the loud sound of grinding teeth from the girl beside 
me. 

“4. Yes yes. Then the deal is off!” 

She pulled on my shoulder before things ended. “Don’t 
move,” she said as she pressed a dagger at my throat. 





The fief soldiers were shaken. The girl smiled slightly 
when she saw this. The blade nicked my throat and the girl 
smiled provocatively at ‘Eliza’ who returned her smile with a 
Slight smile. It was a slightly sad and resigned smile that 
only | noticed. 

“Say, I’m kind, so I'll give you another condition. Let’s 
see... How about exchanging them for the feudal lord?” 

“... With me?” 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

“To escape?” 

“Maybe. I'll release the children if you put down your 
weapon and come towards us alone.” 

‘Eliza’ Radka looked at me for a moment. Then, he 
removed the sword on his waist before | could say anything. 

“| don’t have any other weapons.” 

“Alright. Then, put your hands behind your head and 
come here.” 

When ‘Eliza’ walked right in front of the hooded person, 
the girl instructed Jasper to do this and that with the hand 
that was holding the dagger, and the children were released 
in turns... Everyone was freed except for me who was still 
being held by the shoulder. 

“What about that child?” 

“He’s a hostage to use against you, feudal lord’s 
daughter. | know that you’ve had martial arts training. 
Behave yourself if you don’t want this child to be killed, 
alright?” 

The girl laughed in amusement as she flickered the 
dagger in front of me nastily. 

“I see... you should tell that to yourself!” 

Radka lunged at the hooded figure as soon as the veil 
was plucked off to reveal his short hair. 

At the same time, | flicked away the girl’s hand which was 
holding the dagger and rolled away. Then | slashed at her 
chest down to her waist with my hidden dagger. 





Then Rashiok, who had probably been lurking on the roof, 
lunged at Jasper from above. Jasper’s arm, which was 
holding the sword, was chomped off in an instant, then 
Rashiok pinned him down. 

“ Why Radka?!?!” 

The girl’s scream pierced the night sky, and a great deal 
of blood dripped to her feed. At the corner of my eyes, the 
soldiers were moving under Gunter and Claudia’s command. 

It happened in an instant. 

Then in the next second 
different happened. 

Something fell straight down like a meteor, from the sky 
above us, as if it was cutting through the crimson dawn sky. 

It was a giant bird-like monster. When the impact 
from the wind knocked down the people around it, the 
hooded person grabbed the girl and tried to force her up 
again. 

The hooded person grabbed my arm again at the centre 
of the sudden storm. 

But: 

My sleeve rustled and rode up, revealing the thin chain 
on my wrist. 

Claudia shouted my name on the ground, “Eliza-dono!!” 

And then | saw ‘him’ widen his eyes as his hood fluttered 
in the wind. 

| stopped breathing. 

‘He’ let go of my arm before | could reach out to 





something completely 














him. 


at i ead 

My screams were completely drowned out by the wind 
and rumbles, and my outstretched fingertips just scratched 
the air. 








Chapter 14 


Thus, the cleanup of the remaining bandit disturbance, 
which had been somewhat solved, was left almost entirely 
up to Earl Thelesia because | had injured my back when | 
was dropped down to the ground, so Lady Hortensio 
confined me to my bedroom for a month. Radka, who had 
tried to recklessly catch me as | was falling, was crushed 
underneath my weight and sustained a light injury, so we 
both got scolded together. The lecture about how we were 
playing dangerously enough to get hurt was vexing, so we 
listened while frowning and our house arrest got extended... 

The snow melted fast once the clouds cleared. 

When the snow around the Golden Hill had completely 
melted, | went around the fief villages to see if they had 
passed winter without any incidents. | also took this 
opportunity to visit the newcomers’ village to confirm that 
the waterway had been constructed. 

“There’s a lot of rubbish this year too.” 

Theomer muttered with a frown. The place where the 
stone path was laid out in the newcomers’ village was clean 
since it was higher up, but the part where the soil was still 
exposed had branches and algae everywhere. There were 
still some places that were muddy and if you look closely, 
you could see small fish jumping around. Did they miss their 
chance to escape when the water receded? 

“The advantage right now is that fish are easy to catch.” 

Theomer instructed the warriors he had brought with him 
to pick up the fish while smiling wryly. It took them two 
hours to gather most of the fish since they weren’t familiar 
with fishing and were covered in mud. 


“Let’s go wash up at the river and head home. The bath 
won't be hot at this hour.” 

The newcomers took turns borrowing the fief army’s 
bathing facilities during the winter months, but that water 
could only be turned into hot water for cooking meals. It 
would be possible to build a slightly better bathing facility if 
only there was technology to automatically regulate the 
heat and fuel, but we didn’t have the budget in Kaldia for 
that. 

Unfortunately, we won't be able to unveil the baths to the 
fief residents yet. It will still be a long time before | can 
make Kamil’s few wishes come true. Although, I’m 
not sure if he still wants those things. 

... Kamil. | certainly screamed that the moment the dawn 
light shone slightly inside the wind-blown hood. 

| saw a horrible burnt mark and a chin outline that was 
much thinner than | remembered. | only saw that for a brief 
moment, so it wasn’t enough time to be certain. 

But... 

| rolled up my sleeves and there was only unblemished, 
pristine skin there. 

... | have to find him no matter what it takes. | have to 
find the only person who went missing in that defensive 
battle. | decided this at the back of my mind and tightened 
my grip on the thin chain that was wrapped around my left 
wrist. 








The next morning, all of the fief army’s manpower was 
mobilized to pack up the newcomers’ tents and daily 
necessities to put them on the back of horses. The hill next 
to the mansion had been densely covered with tents but 
was completely transformed by noon and became a 
desolated scene with just dirt. 

“It’s like we've returned to our nomadic lifestyle.” 

Rekha, who was standing next to me and looking around, 
said in amusement. Most of the children were gathered 


behind me so that they were out of the way since they 
couldn’t help with packing up. Instead, they worked 
endlessly to get the fixtures that held the tent in place and 
tied them up together. There were children from the tent | 
was staying in, children from the tent next door and those 
who usually stayed with their parents here as well. 

“Unfortunately, that ends today as well. I’m doing my 
best so that you have homes next year.” 

“If Eliza-sama says she’s doing her best, then she is. The 
King doesn’t lie.” 

“Well, the feudal lord’s words are akin to an oath. We 
can’t say things without certainty.” 

Rekha hmphed and went back to working on the fixtures. 
| also sat down next to him to see if | could help a bit. Thiele 
was crouched in front of me and she smiled at me when our 
eyes met. 

| pulled about 10 long, thin fittings which the soldiers had 
left behind, wiped the dirt with a rag, counted them again 
and tied them together with a rope. These ropes had been 
prepared by the newcomers during the winter months. 

“By the way. Why is it that you sometimes call me 
Kilaa’ii[3]? There must only be one King in this country, the 
King of Arxia.” 

Thinking it was the right time to ask, | asked while 
moving my hands. I’ve been called that a few times now, 
and it has been bothering me. I’m sure if the other nobles 
who understand Artolas were to hear this, they would think 
that | was committing treachery by trying to be King to the 
Sill Tribe. 

“Huh? Hmm, because even the fief army calls you Tsar 
sometimes.” 

“Huh? You know the meaning of Tsar?” 

I’ve never known the meaning of the word Tsar. Even 
Lady Marechan, who is proficient in foreign languages, 
didn’t know the meaning of the word. Kamil started calling 
me Tsar, and then the army copied him and called me it too. 


Therefore, | wondered if Kamil had used a language that was 
rarely spoken in Arxia, or if the word was coined. 

That was why | was surprised that Rekha knew this word 
since he is from the Sill Tribe. It was possible that this was 
from an ancient language in the Jugfena region. The 
language that was once used in Jugfena and the Artolas 
language originated from the same language. Naturally, 
they had many words that were similar and words that are 
common. 

“You know... We call the person who has a higher position 
than the chief, Kilaa’ii[4]. That’s all.” 

Rekha chuckled as he said, ‘that’s all’. He had mischief on 
his face, but | didn’t know enough to ask him more, so | 
could only nod my head in agreement. | looked up and saw 
that Thiele, who had probably been listening to our 
conversation, was also looking at me and grinning like 
Rekha. 

“Alright, let’s move soon! Gunter will lead!” 

| heard Theomer order loudly in the distance. There was 
an argument about whether Theomer or Gunter would lead, 
but it seemed that they chose Gunter in the end. Those two 
have become good friends during the winter training. Is it 
because they’re close in age? 

“They’re starting to move.” 

Thiele sounded a little sad as she said this while tying the 
last pieces of fixtures together with a rope. | looked around 
at the children around us and saw that some looked lonely, 
some looked excited and some looked happy. There were a 
variety of expressions on their faces. 

| noticed that the azure-silver haired boy | had gotten to 
know well lately wasn’t among them. He was a bit taller 
than most of the children his age, and his hair stood out 
even if | didn’t bother to look for him. And yet, | couldn’t find 
him even though | was deliberately looking for him, so this 
must mean that he isn’t here. 

“By the way, where’s Aslan today?” 


“Who knows? Maybe he’s working with the older children, 
since he’s taller than us.” 

Children who are older than 10 are helping the woman 
pack up the clothes and putting them on the horses. | lifted 
my head and looked around, but | couldn’t find him at all 
since unlike the children here, the older children weren't 
working in one place. 

“Do you need Aslan for something?” 

“No. | was just curious because | didn’t see him.” 

“Well, it seems like he’s back?” 

Rekha said while pointing behind me, so | stood up and 
turned back. | saw some children pulling horses this way 
and found Aslan’s azure-silver hair among them. 

“Sorry for taking so long! We've brought the horses. Yup, 
now let’s load the fixtures onto the horses.” 

The girl, who gave that order, seemed to be the leader. 
She was leading the children and looked around 15 years 
old. The children who brought the horses here were all 
bigger than the younger children and | could tell at a glance 
that this group of children were the ones who we were just 
talking about. They must have finished their jobs, and were 
asked to put the fixtures onto the horses, and lead the 
children here to where everyone Is. 

Aslan came up to me for some reason and tapped me on 
the shoulder. 

“Eliza-sama, | have something to talk to you about.” 

About what? Do you have to tell me now? | turned silently 
to Aslan while holding the jute bag which was full of metal 
fixtures that | had been given. It must not have been 
particularly serious to Aslan. He plainly said, “I’m entering 
the army starting from today.” 

... he dropped quite a bomb in a plain tone. 

“... What?” 

He said he wanted to talk to me, but his words were a 
one-sided oath. 


| looked up vacantly at Aslan for a moment since | had no 
idea what had just happened. 

“Even if | can’t become a Sill warrior, | can be a warrior 
for Kaldia for Kilaa’iil. That’s why I’m joining the army. 
I’m going to join the army and stay here.” 

We were planning on recruiting, but the first applicant 
came from an unexpected place. 

The boy spoke with determination and looked me straight 
in the eye. My expression automatically turned serious. 
Then, | stood as gracefully as | could and nodded. 

“I'll allow you to join. I’m looking forward to seeing you in 
action. Thank you for becoming my soldier.” 








The sowing season was over, and, this year, | was once 
again dressed for my birthday celebration in a dignified 
knight uniform with red and black tailoring and silver 
decorations. 

Earl Thelesia suggested that | had my hair in a half 
ponytail this year, but | tied it in a high ponytail like always. 
Father always had his long hair down, and his hair colour 
was the same as mine. | didn’t want the citizens to think of 
my father when they looked at me, since we looked so alike. 

Last year, | was in the capital for the Ar Xia initiation 
ceremony, so | didn’t celebrate my birthday, but | was here 
this year, so | decided to hold a ceremony and also check 
out the condition of my fief. 

My birthday celebrations will go on for three days this 
year as well, and the first day consists of marching grandly 
through the fief villages. It will be quite a grand march since 
the Sill Tribe warriors, who are treated as my private army, 
will also be included alongside the fief army. As for the fief 
army recruits, about a dozen or so people have come from 
nearby villages that can spare manpower. They weren’t 
included in the march this time, since they couldn’t be 
trained in time, but the difference in numbers was 
insignificant. 


We had a lot more leeway compared to two years ago, 
and since the economy of the fief is recovering, we made 
the celebrations more luxurious to match. If the feudal lord’s 
march remained shabby, even though the living standard of 
the fief’s citizens have improved, then it will needlessly 
make them anxious. 

Therefore, I'll be marching while riding on Rashiok. | will 
be using his overwhelming pressure to prevent accidents, 
like when Radka threw the stone at me. | still lacked the 
physique to ride Rashiok, but | coaxed him into putting on a 
saddle, so | managed to ride him. 

“They’re behaving themselves this year.” 

“... Yeah, the citizens?” 

“Really?” 

| was sandwiched between Gunter and Claudia because 
they had a lot of experience acting as my bodyguard and 
because they’re both reasonably good-looking. Gunther had 
manly facial features that one wouldn’t call mediocre and 
Claudia was quite a beauty as long as she stayed quiet. 

Gunther was somewhat relieved since he experienced the 
dangerous tension from my last birthday celebration, while 
Claudia, who didn’t know about it, looked natural at first 
glance, but upon closer inspection, her pupils were on alert. 
Is she a wild animal or something? Also, my eyesight was 
higher than those two who were on horses because of 
Rashiok’s height. 

The citizens made a flower trail at the edge of where we 
were marching like last time, and | saw people smiling as we 
passed them in the first village, Claria Village. 

This village is also the closest to the Golden Hill Mansion 
and the changes in the fief are noticeable here. Their smiles 
were mainly aimed at the Sill Warriors with whom they had 
various interactions with during winter, but their expression 
didn’t change much when they turned towards me. 


The heavy tension in the other villages was also gone, 
but the villagers looked at me as if they were sounding me 
out. Their lives have gotten better, but their feudal lord is 
me, so they still felt suspicious of me. There was still an 
unpleasant feeling in Cyril Village, where the incident had 
happened last time. | could feel timid gazes coming from a 
few people, but most of them were silent and sullen as they 
watched us march pass. 

It has been two years since I’ve made an appearance in 
public. It was difficult for the villagers, who rarely see me, to 
get a grasp of who! am. Their harsh stares pierced my body. 
| resignedly accepted their gazes. 

When | entered Neza Village, the last village that we had 
to visit this year, | received completely different gazes from 
the villagers. Some smiled at me gently, others looked 
straight at me with a bit of awe, and others reacted in 
various ways, but all their gazes were warm and welcoming. 

“My Lord, look over there.” 

Gunter looked happy as he pointed to the right of the 
path. | turned my head to see two short-haired girls 
surrounded by women in the front row of the flowers. They 
were waving at me shyly. They had a colourful flower crown 
on their heads, and the flowers were mainly dark red. 

| was so happy that my expression broke. The corner of 
my lips went up by themselves and the corner of my eyes 
drooped. | waved lightly back at them, and the two girls 
bowed their heads. 

“Long live the feudal lord! Long live Eliza-sama and Earl 
Thelesia!” 

“Long live the feudal lord!” 

The village head’s wife shouted cheerfully and the village 
girls repeated after her in their lovely voices. Then, the 
villagers on both sides of the road cheered and scattered 
something into the sky. The thing that was slowly fluttering 
down from the sky was the same colour as the flowers on 
the girls’ flower crown. 





| was distracted by the scarlet petals. 

From a little behind the villagers, | could see a small 
figure with a disappointed expression on his face. He was 
swinging his arms in the air... But the thing that was flying 
towards me wasn’t a stone this time. He threw petals at me 
like the other villagers. 

His deep amber eyes narrowed in satisfaction. He turned 
around and was followed by some troops who had quietly 
left the march formation. It was a small unit led by Calvin. 

“They're wishing you a long life. Aren’t you happy, Feudal 
Lord-sama? Hey?” 

Gunter turned his head back to look at me while grinning, 
and | yelped in surprise. 

| barely maintained to sit straight and look ahead, but the 
tears trickled down my cheeks uncontrollably. I’m so glad 
that | didn’t have to wear makeup since I’m a kid. 

“... Aahh, we need to take a break after we leave the 
village.” 

“We can’t continue the march while she’s crying after 
all.” 

| could hear strained laughter from the soldiers. They 
sounded amazed and very warm. 


“ ” 
. 





Rashiok skilfully used his snakelike tail to stroke my back 
as if he could tell that | was crying. His ears twitched 
happily, and his scales glistened in the sunlight. 


... A pigeon flew from the royal capital through the thin 
clouds of spring and evening sunset. 

“It'S an announcement, and a royal one at that.” 

The pale Earl Thelesia feebly handed me the letter. The 
letter was indeed stamped with the Imperial seal. 

| adjusted my collar since the atmosphere was painful. 

“What did His Majesty say?” 

When | asked what the announcement was, Earl Thelesia 
unusually clammed up. His eyes, which usually reflect deep 


intellect, looked down at the announcement suspiciously. It 
was as if he didn’t want to accept what had been written on 
the announcement. 

The Earl hesitated in answering my question for a while, 
and then he finally whispered. 

“... Prince Albert has entered the monastery.” 

Excuse me?! 

The Earl’s office clattered with moving furniture. After a 
second, | realised that was the sound of me half rising off 
my chair. 

“No way.” 

Dubious words came out of my mouth, just like the Earl’s. 

| obviously couldn’t believe this, and my mind was full of 
disbelief. 

“Does this mean that the Prince has been exiled from the 
royal family?” 

“... | Suppose that’s what him joining the monastery 
means.” 

Ridiculous. Are they doing such a ridiculous thing? 

Why now? I’m sure that removing him from the Crown 
Prince position is enough to agitate Planates. 

What’s the point in banishing him from the royal family? 
It’s as if, “Does the royal family and church want war...?” | 
muttered in a daze, and Earl Thelesia’s eyebrows shot up. 

“Watch your tongue!” 

He snapped. | was taken aback and apologised for saying 
something that should have been left unsaid. | shouldn’t 
have said that even if it was only to Earl Thelesia. 

Since the time of its predecessor, the Holy Kingdom of Ar 
Xia, Arxia Kingdom has wielded power solely to protect the 
Ar Xia teachings. 

War had the same meaning as a defensive battle in Arxia. 
Even proclamations of war on other kingdoms are 
unacceptable in this kingdom. 

“Then is there a reason for this? Is there a reason for 
keeping Prince Albert off the throne in spite of antagonising 





Planates, or rather, Rindarl union?” 

The voice that had come from my own throat was awfully 
cold. 

Of course, it would. If Planates becomes a hostile 
kingdom, then Kaldia fief, which is part of the eastern 
border defense line, won’t be left out of the picture. 

If war breaks out, then it wouldn’t be enough to mobilise 
the fief army soldiers. Even the fief citizens will be driven to 
the battlefield. Kaldia didn’t have many soldiers, so we 
would need to recruit soldiers immediately. 

Will | make the people fight? For such an obscure reason. 
Must | send the citizens, who I’m atoning to for my sins, to 
the battlefield? 

“Calm down. I’m sure the people at the royal court will be 
able to convince His Majesty. This is a matter that nobles 
can’t overlook since they’re responsible for the citizens. It’s 
not just you.” 

Earl Thelesia, who had regained his composure before 
me, said, to calm me down. 

| managed to nod back at him despite my 
disappointment. 

... But frustration and anxiety swirled at the pit of my 
stomach. 

Why... Why did it turn out like this? | glared at the 
western sky while feeling as if the seeds of turbulence, 
scattered here and there, were beginning to sprout. 

The western sky was already tainted with the darkness of 
night in this world where the sun moved from the west to 
the east. 


Interlude: From O to 1 


After the birthday march ended and Eliza initiated the 
soldiers’ banquet, she went into the Golden Hill Mansion by 
herself and headed to a certain place. 

He’s almost certainly waiting for me at that place 
since he did that performance during the march. What the 
fuck is he thinking...? 

As Eliza had expected, the boy was waiting for her in the 
dungeon. 

It was as if he was redoing the day that he had met her. 

“.. YOu.” 

“Wait. There’s something | need to say first.” 

Eliza glared at the boy since he stopped her from asking 
him, “Why did you do something so idiotic?” The boy 
laughed gently. “You’re becoming like a kid,” he said. 

Then the boy remembered. 

You're a pipsqueak but you don’t act like a kid, it’s 
disgusting and makes me angry to look at you. 

He felt a terrible pain in his heart when he remembered 
this but he no longer felt the urge to take this pain 
out on the younger girl in front of him. 

“Congratulations on your eighth birthday, Feudal Lord- 
sama.” 

The girl, who cried just by having petals thrown at her, 
cried a little while glaring at the boy. 

“acy eee Why?” 

She said something that a lost child would say and cried 
without letting out a sound. It wasn’t cute at all. That 
attendant that older boy, who isn’t here, was like 
Igor, and didn’t become a leader. Maybe he actually couldn’t 














become a leader. Because the girl would match him and 
grow up too quickly. 

So she won't look after herself if she acts like an 
adult and forgets that she’s a child. 

She was always truly at the mercy of expectations. She’s 
someone who wasn’t a child but also not quite an adult. It’s 
terrible. 

“Il somehow understand why you wanted to turn our 
relationship into nothing.” 

The boy redid the birthday celebration where his 
relationship with Eliza had gone to hell, as a mere citizen, 
during the day, and now as a special resident of the Golden 
Hill Mansion. 

“| was really conceited and probably expected too much 
from you. | thought you needed me since you broke the law 
to let me live, gave me special education and kept me by 
your side.” 

Eliza nodded even though the boy’s words were wrong. 
She had wanted to need him but it was impossible 
since the boy and Eliza couldn’t face each other. 

She couldn’t manipulate their relationship from the 
surface, and it collapsed. Eliza’s relationship with Radka 
hadn’t changed. They were a feudal lord and her citizen. 
That was the boundary between them. 

“You treasure your people more than yourself to make 
atonement. So, you couldn’t kill me since | am a citizen of 
your fief. But you couldn’t kill me as a feudal lord either. You 
let me stay beside you because there was nothing else you 
could do. You didn’t educate me because I’m special, you 
did so because you want to give that education to everyone 
in the fief. And you wanted me to be a replacement for 
Kamil as your attendance because it’s convenient. It didn’t 
matter who your attendant is.” 

Everything was correct. Eliza strangely admired the 
person who is very similar to herself and understood her 
better than she did. 








“... But you know, | wanted to believe that | acted as you 
because | found a way for me to be useful. It’s extremely 
painful and unpleasant to feel unneeded. That’s why 
showed you my worth,” Radka said. 

Eliza nodded. 

“... Ah. | was extremely thankful that you were there at 
that time. And... | was happy. I’m sorry. For 
everything.” 

She expressed various emotions in a few words; about 
how thankful she was when he came at that time, about 
how he showed that he had chosen Eliza over that girl, 
about how he gave Eliza a chance to start over and 
about how he forgave her first. 

“Hey, hey, didn’t the Sill Tribe kids teach you how to be a 
kid?” 

A dumbfounded Radka demanded that Eliza rephrase her 
words. She thought her words had been full of emotions but 
complied. 

“... ’m sorry. And, thanks Radka.” 

That’s when Eliza saw Radka’s cheerful smile for the first 
time. It was completely different from the hidden, stiff 
expression he had until now. 

“It’s alright. | think I’ve apologised, but I'll do it again. 
Sorry... Let’s just settle this with one final blow and then 
start over from the beginning.” 

Radka stretched Eliza’s cheeks as soon as he said that. 

Eliza was stunned for a second, and almost reflexively, 
swept Radka’s feet and rolled him on the dungeon floor. 
Why did it turn out like this when they had made 














up? 
At the same time, she thought that, Eliza thought that her 
swelling cheeks and Radka lying on the floor was stupid and 
let out a laugh. Radka also let out a soundless laugh as if 
lured by her laughter. 

It’s funny. This idiotic way of making up was like little 
boys who only act on impulse! 


Two bright children’s laughter echoed for a long time as if 
blowing away the cold, bloody air of the dungeon. 

The two continued laughing until they were tired and out 
of breath, and remembered how cold it was. 


Side Story: Radka’s Diary 
(Extract) 


9/18 Lady Marechan asked me to keep a diary to practice 
writing. Every evening, I’m supposed to write down what 
happened during the day. | earnestly wrote and then 
practiced with the rapier today. When | tripped over my feet 
during rapier practice, Gunter-san got angry at me and said 
that a noble’s sword isn’t that messy. Though, he also 
taught me never to rely on a sword alone. I’m not even a 
noble... 


9/22 | had too much homework yesterday and didn’t have 
time to write in this diary. | have a lot of homework today 
too. | was told that | would start table manners today, so | 
was lectured while eating. Why do they want me to learn 
table manners? | didn’t feel like eating at all. 


9/25 | can forget about rapier practice, homework and 
writing practice, right? Why can’t I do it for longer instead of 
only doing it in the afternoon? Why do | have to learn how to 
dance? 


9/25 | have more rapier training even though my 
homework hasn’t decreased. Dance has also increased. 
Dammit. 


10/4 Lady Marechan told me to use [[5] in this diary as 
well. She blabbered a lot about the way | talk and walk, so it 
took me around 30 minutes to walk from one end of the 
corridor to the other. My food was cold. The food | was 


waiting for was ruined. But my teacher praised me for 
getting better at using my rapier. | have a lot of homework 
so it’s terrible, but rapier practice has gotten a little more 
fun. 


10/9 | have a lot of homework today too. | studied more 
about laws on how to determine tax. Am | supposed to 
understand what she does? Why do | have to? 


10/10 Eliza came home before | realised. They say she’s 
hurt. She doesn’t come out of her room. | have a lot of 
homework, so | haven’t come out of my room today, except 
for when | went to rapier practice. | did a lot of math today. 
My head hurts. 


10/14 I’ve been doing a lot of math lately. She still hasn’t 
come out of her room. Are her injuries that bad? 


10/15 I’m back to studying law. That also made my head 
hurt. 


12/16 Lady Marechan took me to secretly attend the 
funeral of Igor-san and the others. She secretly told me that 
this was Eliza’s order. 


13/13 | knew it. She’s completely forgotten about me. 
Speaking of forgetting, I’ve[6] completely forgotten to write 
I[7] in this diary. I'll be helping her with her work from 
tomorrow. | feel like I'll be doing three apprenticeships at the 
same time, but is she serious? 


13/14 Work, work, work. Then study. It’s tough. 
13/18 | went to see Elize-sama for the first time ina 


while. She seemed extremely worried since we hadn’t seen 
each other in a long time. We ate the snacks that Eliza 


made me bring. | wasn’t sure if it was alright for me to eat 
them with Elize-sama, but she giggled and told me it was 
ok. She listened seriously when | told her about my studies 
and stuff, and praised me for studying hard. She said that | 
was learning more than her. We played with the beautiful 
dolls that Eliza made me bring. | was told that the doll was a 
gift from Elize-sama’s uncle. | wasn’t sure if it was alright for 
me to touch the doll, but Elize-sama giggled and told me it 
was alright... (omission) ... It’s already winter, but there 
were flowers that | had never seen before in Elize-sama’s 
room and they smelled really good. She told me Rashiok 
brought them. There’s no way. 


13/21 Work is hard. But Eliza and Lady Marechan cleared 
out three times as much paperwork as | did. Anyway, it’s 
hard. | was told that | won’t have to work in the mornings 
and will begin spear practice tomorrow. Seriously? Will there 
be less work? 


13/22 Spear practice. | ran 20 laps around the mansion. 
What’s a Spear? 


13/22 | ran another 20 laps today. That’s something an 
adult 


13/24 | fell asleep while writing in the diary yesterday. 1’ll 
write a proper entry today. It seems that Eliza told Claudia- 
san, my spear teacher, to cut back on the laps, sol ran 15 
laps today. | ran until the end, but | reached my limits from 
running. All | did was run and was told not to touch the- (it 
seems like the ink is blotting) 


13/25 | practiced today | finally touched a spear | feel like 
| can hear god’s voice soon. 


13/28 Today | had a day off from practice. | finished work 
and went to Elize-sama’s room. Things were easier for her in 
winter since she had fewer seizures, but her body is weak, 
so she gets fevers easily. Poor Elize-sama. Eliza gave me 
some kind of meat pie today to give to her. She said it’s 
nourishing. Did she hunt this for Elize-sama? If so, then I’d 
like to go hunting next time. Elize-sama ate it happily. | 
would have loved to have a picture of Elize-sama’s 
blossoming smile at that time. | hope she gets well soon... 
(omission)... Then we talked about what | usually do. | 
thought it would be boring for her to hear me talk about 
work, homework and practice all the time, but she happily 
listened to what | had to say. It’s really tough to talk about 
how Claudia-san’s training nearly killed me, but I’m willing 
to work as hard as | can as long as Elize-sama is happy. 


1/21 | was measured for clothes today. Eliza asked me to 
come with her when she goes to the royal capital. She said 
she’s going to make me some new clothes to wear there. Is 
that ok? But it’s the first time I’ve had clothes made for me. 
I’m looking forward to it. I’m happy. 


1/22 | was wondering how she was going to pay for the 
clothes and asked about my wages, which was awkward. It’s 
not much, but my hours are properly calculated and she’s 
keeping my pay. She’s keeping my pay for me since she said 
| have no use for it in this fief anyway. She also said that 
clothes and food aren’t related to my wage. Eliza grumbled 
and said that she wasn’t corrupt, so she won’t make me do 
Slave labour. She really hates what the previous feudal lord 
did... | nearly cried. 


1/24 Claudia-san is weird. How can she bring down a bear 
in one shot? Weird. 


1/25 It seems like Bellway-san will start teaching me 
tomorrow. | study with Lady Marechan, practice with 
Claudia-san, and now | have to learn from Bellway-san... 


2/18 The clothes arrived. The uniform is for women, and 
when | asked Eliza about it, she made fun of me, “Don’t you 
remember that | told you to be a maid?” It was an annoying 
way of speaking. It seems | have to act like the maid, Elize, 
whenever I’m outside. Well, alright. But women’s clothes... | 
see... I'm happy that she made clothes for me, but | can’t be 
happy about this... 


2/21 | caught a snow snake in the courtyard today. | 
wanted to show Elize-sama because it was so beautiful and 
white, but the girls in the village didn’t like snakes very 
much, so | thought better of it and let the snake go. Then 
Eliza got angry at me for some reason. She said it was a 
waste. What is? 


3/11 We went to the royal capital. I’m tired. Women’s 
clothes are too hard to move in. Why is it that |, a guy, has 
to wear women’s clothes when Eliza and Claudia-san, 
women, wear men’s clothes? It’s strange. 


3/12 My next uniform is a dress? Well, it seems like Eliza 
is having a harder time today, so it’s fine. Anyway, she 
doesn’t really suit dresses. I’m probably cuter in a dress... 
Isn’t it usually the other way around? Am | weird? No, is 
Eliza weird? 


3/22 This is the last page. There were a few days when | 
couldn’t write, but I’ve managed to write a lot. | feel a bit 
peevish when | look back at the beginning when | didn’t 
know much about nobles yet. A lot of things have happened 
even though it hasn’t been a year yet. Today, | went out for 
a little while in the afternoon and bought a new diary. | 


found another diary in the same style, so | bought that too. 
It’s the first time I’ve spent my pay, so it’s kind of a 
keepsake. But if I’m going to keep writing in a diary from 
now on, then why shouldn’t | have an extra diary? I'll put it 
away until | need to use it. | won’t forget. 


Notes 


[1] 


It’s a traditional rite of passage in Japan. 


[2] 


Reminder, this world has 16 months in a year. 
[-3] 

King 
[<4] 

King 
[—5] 


watashi 


[<6] 
boku 


[7] 


watashi 
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